




















UNIVERSITIES FOR MEN 


University of Detroit, Detroit, Mich. 
University of Dayton, Dayton, Ohio 
Catholic University of America, Washington, D.C. 


COLLEGES FOR MEN 


Loyola University, New Orleans, La. 

Mt. St. Mary’s College & Eccl. Sem., Emmitsburg, Md: 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass. 

Seton Hall College, South Orange, N. J. 


COLLEGES FOR WOMEN 
College of Notre Dame, Belmont, Calif. 
Loretto Heights College, Loretto, Cole. 
Trinity College, Washington, D. C. 
St. Xavier College, 4928 Xavier Pk., Chicago, Ill. 
College of St. Francis for Young Women, 303 Taylor St., Joliet, Ill. 
Barat College & Academy of Sacred Heart, Lake Forest, Ill. 
Rosary College, River Forest, Illinois. 
Nazareth College, Louisville, Ky. 
College of Notre Dame of Maryland, Baltimore, Md. 
St. Joseph’s College, Emmitsburg, Md. 
College of St. Teresa, Winona, Minn. 
Maryville College, Meramec St: & Nebraska Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 
College & Academy of St. Elizabeth, Convent Sta., N. J. 
Georgian Court College, Lakewood, N. J. 
The College of St. Rose, Albany, N. Y. 
D’Youville College, Porter and Prospect Aves., Buffalo, N, Y. 
College of New Rochelle, New Rochelle, N. Y. 
College of Mt. St. Vincent-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. 
Pius X School of Liturgical Music,College of the Sacred Heart, 
133rd St. & Convent Ave , N. Y. C. 
Marymount College & School, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 





College and Academy, St. Genevieve-of-the-Pines, Asheville, N.C. 
College & Academy of the Sacred Heart, Clifton, Cincinnati, O. 
College Misericordia, Dallas, Pa. 

Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 

Rosemont College, Rosemont, Pa. 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR BOYS 
Mt. St. Joseph’s High School, Carroll Station. Baltimore, Md. 
St. Clement’s School for Boys, Canton, Mass. 
The Newman School, Lakewood, N. J. 
Salesian Institute, Boarding School, New Rochelle, N. Y. 
Mount St. Michael’s, 4300 Murdock Ave,, New York, N. Y, 
Mount Assumption Institute, Boarding School, Plattsburg, N. Y. 
St. Aloysius Academy for Boys, West Chester, Pa. 
Pio Nono College, St. Francis, Wis. 


CAMPS 
Camp Marist, Marist College, Atlanta, Ga. 


ACADEMIES FOR GIRLS 
Academy of Our Lady of Mercy, Milford, Conn. 


Junior College and Academy of Immaculate Conception, Oldenburg, Ind. 


Convent of the Sacred Heart, Menlo Park, Calif. 


Wniversities, Colleges 


College and Academy of Our Lady of Good Counsel, White Plains, N.Y. 














and Schools ee 


St. Catherine’s Academy, Springfield, Ky. 

Notre Dame of Maryland High School, Baltimore, Md. 

Marycliff Academy, Arlington Heights, Mass. 

Mt. St. Joseph Academy, Brighton, Mass. 

Academy of the Sacred Heart, Fall River, Mass. 

Rosary Academy, Watertown, Mass. 

St. Joseph’s Academy, Fontbonne College, St. Louis, Mo. 

Academy of Sacred Heart, Taylor and Maryland Aves., St. Louis,Mo. 
Academy of the Visitation, 5448 Cabanne Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 
Sisters of Jesus and Mary,Villa Augustina, Gofftown, N: H. 

Mt. St. Mary, Hookset Heights, N. H. 

Holy Angels Institute, Fort Lee, N- J- 

Oak Knoil School of the Holy Child, Summit, N. J. 

St. Vincent’s Academy, Albuquerque, N. M. 

Academy of St. Joseph, Brentwood, N. Y. 

St. Clare’s School, Hastings-on-Hudson, Mount Hope, N. Y- 
Ladycliff-on-Hudson, Highland Falls, N. Y. 

Convent of the Sacred Heart, 1511 University Ave., N. Y. C. 
Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, 630 Riverside Drive, N. Y.C. 
Academy of Mt. St. Ursula, Bedford Park, N. Y. C. 

Ursuline Academy, Grand Concourse and East 165th St., N. Y. C. 
St. Joseph’s Mountain School, St. Joseph’s, Sullivan Co., N. Y. 
Academy of The Holy Child, Suffern, N. Y.- 

Srs. of St. Francis, St. Anthony Convent & Novitiate, Syracuse, N. Y. 
Our Lady of Mercy Academy, Syosset, Long Island, N. Y. 
Academy of the Assumption, ‘‘Ravenhill,”’ Germantown, Phila., Pa, 
Mater Misericordiae Academy, Merion (Phila.) Pa. 

Academy of Holy Child Jesus, Sharon Hill, Pa. 

Mt. de Chantal Academy, Wheeling, W. Va- 

St. Mary’s Springs Academy, Fond du Lac, Wis. 

Villa Maria Convent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 





BUSINESS COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS 


Assisium Business Institute (Girls), 13-17 W. 128th St., N. Y. C. 


SCHOOLS OF NURSING 


Georgetown University Hospital, School of Nursing, Washington, D. C- 
St. Anthony de Padua Training School.Marshall Blvd., Chicago, IIl- 
St. Elizabeth School of Nursing,4300 N- ClaremontAve-> Chicago, Ill. 
St. Mary of Nazareth Training School, 1120 N. Leavitt St , Chicago 
School of Nursing Education, St. John’s Hospital, Springfield, Il 

St. Joseph Hospital School of Nursing,Mishawaka. Indiana 

Sr. Superior—St. Elizabeth Hospital,21st & Eastern Av. Covington, Ky. 
St. Joseph Hospital School of Nursing, Caroline&Oliver Sts.,Balti., Md. 
St. Joseph’s Hospital Training School, Mt.Clemens, Mich. 

St. Camillus School of Nursing, 328 Portage St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 
St. Vincent Nursery & Baby Hospital Tr. School, Montclair, N. J: 

Our Lady of Victory Hospital Training School, Lackawanna, N. Y. 
St. Joseph’s Training School, Lorain, Ohio 

St. Francis Hospital, School of Nursing, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

St. Mary’s School of Nursing, Galvestown, Texas 

Santa Rosa Infirmary, School of Nursing, San Antonio, Texas 
Sacred Heart School of Nursing, Spokane; Wash. 




















NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND I 
Charles Street, Baltimore e 
Catholic College for Women conducted 
by the School Sisters of Notre Dame, 


PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


—_——" DANVERS,.. MASS. 


. 
HN RIENDS can aid us in stop- 
ping mail losses by letting 


us know if they fail to re- 





Academic Department— High School 
Courses of College Preparatory Grade, 
Elementary Department, Music, Art, 
Physical Culture. For Catalogue, ad- 
dress: The Secretary. 


Technical School. 
student life. 





A Country School, eighteen miles from Bos- 
ton, preparing Catholic boys for College and 
Every modern facility for 
Write to Principal: Box 244. 

St. John’s Preparatory School, 


ceive in due season an ac- 
knowledgment. 

This acknowledgment should 
reach them within a week, if 
they live in the Eastern 


Danvers, Mass. 








States; and within two, if 








THE ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME 
ROXBURY, MASS. 

Conducted by Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. A 
Select Boarding School for Girls. Primary, Interme- 
diate, and Academic Departments. Special facilities for 
the study of Music and Art. 

Aims:—Physical Health; Solid Knowledge; Cultured 
Manners; Thorough Moral and Religious Training. 

Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR. 








ST. MICHAEL'S COLLEGE AND HIGH SCHOOL 
Winooski Park, Vermont 
Conducted by the Fathers of St. Edmund. 
A.B.; Ph.B.; B.S.; Pre-Medical Course. 
Preparatory Seminary for the Fathers of 
St. Edmund connected with the Institution. 
Send for catalogue 
THE REGISTRAR 





their home is in the West. 


The Post Office inspectors 
are co-operating with us, but 
they are hampered if they do 
not learn of losses before too 
much time has passed. 











SELECT YOUR SCHOOL FROM OUR 


LIST 























te Catholic Foreign Mission Society of America 


THE FIELD AFAR 


Bee paper is the organ of the 
Society at home and abroad. It 
is issued monthly except in the sum- 
mer when a special enlarged July- 
August number is published. 

Subscription rates: one dollar 
($1.00) a year; five dollars 
($5.00) for six years; fifty dol- 
lars ($50.00) for life. 





Entered at Post Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
as SEconp CLass MATTER. 


Acceptance for mailing at special rate of 
postage provided for in-.section 1103, Act 
of Oct. 3, 1917; authorized Nov. 21, 1921. 





Make checks*and money orders payable to 
The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll, N. Y. 


For further information address: 


The Catholic Foreign Mission Society, 
Maryknoll, N. Y¥. 
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Established by action of the 
United States Hierarchy, April 27, 
1911. 

Authorized by His Holiness Pius 
X, at Rome, June 29, 1911. Final 
Approval by Pope Pius XI, May 7, 
1930. 


“‘Maryknoll”’, in honor of the 
Queen of Apostles, has become the 
popular designation of the Society. 

Object—to train Catholic mis- 
sioners for the heathen, with the 
ultimate aim to develop a native 
clergy in lands now pagan. 

Priests, students, and Auxiliary 
Brothers compose the Society. 

Auxiliary Brothers participate as 
teachers, trained nurses, office as- 
sistants, and skilled workmen. 





IN THE UNITED STATES 


Central Administration and 
Seminary are at Ossining (Mary- 
knoll P. O.), New York, about 
thirty miles north of the metropolis. 
Students in the seminary make the 
usual six-year course in Philosophy 
and Theology. 


Maryknoll Preparatory Col- 
leges—These are at Clarks Summit, 
Pa.; Cincinnati, O.; and Los Al- 
tos, Calif. They admit to a six-year 
classical course youths who are 
ready for high school. 

Maryknoll Procures serve as de- 
pots of supplies and as homes of 
passage for Maryknoll missioners. 
They are located as follows: 

San Francisco, Calif., at 1492 Mc- 
Allister St., corner of Scott. 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 South 
Alvarado St. 

Seattle, Wash., at 1603 East Jef- 
ferson St. 


Maryknoll Japanese Missions. 


At Los Angeles, Calif., address 
e 


Maryknoll Fathers, 426 South Boyle 
Ave.; or Maryknoll Convent, 425 
South Boyle Ave. At San Juan, 
Calif., address Maryknoll Fathers, 
San Juan Bautista Mission. At Se- 
attle, Wash., address the Maryknoll 
Convent, 507 Seventeenth Ave. 


House of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at Via Sardegna, 83. 





EASTERN ASIA ADDRESSES 


China— 
Maryknoll Procure, 160 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
For Bishop Walsh and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 
Kwangtung 
For Fr. Meyer and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Pingnam, 
Kwangsi 
For Msgr. Ford and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kaying, via 
Swatow 
For Priests in Manchuria— 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, Man- 
churia 
For Sisters in Manchuria— 
Tenshudo, Dairen, Manchuria. 
For Sisters in Hong Kong— 
Maryknoll Convent, 103 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
Korea— 
For Msgr. Morris and Priests— 
Tenshudo, Peng Yang, Korea 
For Sisters— 
Maryknoll Convent 
Tenshudo, Yeng You, Korea 
Philippine Islands— 
For Priests— 
St. Rita’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 
For Sisters— 
St. Paul’s Hospital, Manila, P. I. 
Hawaiian Islands— 
For Priests— 
1701 Wilder Ave. 
Honolulu, Hawaii 
For Sisters— 
1722 Dole St. 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


ASSOCIATE MEMBERSHIP 


VERY subscriber is registered 
as a member of the C. F. M. S. 
and remains such until the subscrip- 
tion expires. A life subscriber be- 
comes a Perpetual Member. 

As a member, the subscriber 
shares in over six thousand 
Masses offered yearly by Maryknoll 
priests, and is remembered daily in 
the several Maryknoll communities. 
Members also share in the labors, 
sacrifices, and privations of the mis- 
sioners. 





Membership alone, without THE 
Fretp Arar, may be secured for one 
year by an offering of fifty cents; 
in perpetuity by an offering of fifty 
dollars (payable within two years). 


CABLE ADDRESS: 
Maryknoll — Ossining, N. Y. 








FORMS OF BEQUEST 

I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and existing 
under the laws of the State of New 
Ao) ne eee ae ee nee (here 
{BSELETEDGEW) isc. wc nsieccnecsce to be 
used by the said Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
for the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 





I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and exist- 
ing under the laws of the State of 
NEW OEE sina iecciclesasccceie (here 
INSELETEOUEN): ceive scccisaccus to be 
used by the said Foreign. Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., for 
the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 
































WAITING FOR THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS 
The caretaker’s little daughter at Yellow Gold Village longs for a 
school, where she can learn to read and write. She says she hopes 
herself to be a Maryknoll Sister some dey 
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A VISIT TO YELLOW GOLD VILLAGE 
By Fr. Francis E, Mullen, M.M., Maryknoll missioner in Manchuria 


OU mountain nestles 
Yellow Gold Village 
in a protecting arm, 
eleven miles from our 
Mission Center at 
Fushun. The hamlet 
is a farming village, 
made up of forty mud 
houses with thatched roofs. 

The story goes that in the long, long 
ago the little stream, which now di- 
vides the huts into Catholics on one 
bank and pagans on the other, yielded 
gold. No one now lives who saw the 
gold, nor have they met any one who 
saw it, but tradition has it, and tradi- 
tion remains. 





“Big Noses’— 

One very cold winter’s day we were 
heading for Yellow Gold Village; our 
three hour cart ride was almost ended. 
On the mountain top, we dragged our 
stiff limbs from the cart, and let cart, 
mules, and all go rumbling into the vil- 
lage below, while we came sliding after. 

At first sight, the village seemed to 
be sleeping under its blanket of crystal 
snow. There was no sign of life, save 
a bit of smoke curling from an invis- 
ible chimney, and a small boy watering 
his father’s buffalo at the stream which 
gave up the gold in the long ago. 

The squeaking of the cart wheels 
over frozen snow seemed to have 
aroused dogdom, and dogdom did its bit 
in bringing the two hundred villagers 
to life. Hastily did we climb to our 
places on the cart, and I pulled my 
legs to safety, as I wanted no dog to 
sharpen his teeth on my shins. 

Children called to their parents that 
the foreigners were going by. Older 
boys pointed to us as “big noses”. This 
latter remark I didn’t think was meant 
for me. I turned to get a peek at Fr. 
Gilbert’s nose, but he, nose and all, was 
safely tucked away under the cover of 
the Manchurian cart, and there J sat in 
the open for the gaze and admiration 
of the country folk, 





WINTER TRAVEL IN MANCHURIA 

A close scrutiny of the “pill box on 

wheels” will reveal the whereabouts 
of the Maryknoll missioner 


A Manchu Miss— 

Our caravan pulled up to a grey 
brick building—the mission church. The 
mission gates rattled open, and a few of 
the Christians bade us welcome. 

While the caretaker took care of the 
mules, and listened to Fr. Gilbert’s in- 
structions, the caretaker’s daughter, a 
little girl of some twelve years, took 
care of me. For a long time she said 
much, and talked about nothing: “Fa- 
ther is how old?” “How long from 
the beautiful country?” She told me I 
was wearing Fr. Lane’s hat and Fr. 
P’an’s overcoat, counted the buttons on 
my cassock, corrected my Chinese, and 
what not—. 

And then she said something—that 
just now there was no school in their 
village, and how they wanted one. She 
had heard that the children in the near- 
by villages had schools, where they 
learned to read and write, and such 
things. She herself hoped to be a Mary- 








THE ANNUITY IDEA 

OU give Maryknoll some 

hundreds —or thousands. 
Maryknoll, in return, supplies 
you with a generous interest 
as long as you live. By this 
plan you benefit the mission 
cause, without sacrificing in- 
terest which you need. 











knoll Sister some day. Her uncle, a 
priest, whom her whole world knew, 
had said that God needed many good 
Chinese girls to help the foreign Sisters. 

The sounding of the mission bell, to. 
tell the Christians that the Fathers had 
come, at length gave me a chance to 
excuse myself. 


Fallow Fields— 

The Christians, all thirty-five of 
them, came and bowed us welcome, and 
then bowed some more. They had met 
and knew Fr. Gilbert, but just who 
was I? I was one of the new Fathers 
—a sort of curiosity. After the usual 
run of questions as to my age, the num- 
ber of relatives I had left in America, 
and so forth, they fell into talking 
about their need of a priest to baptize 
their children, marry them, administer 
to their sick, and bury their dead. 

Somehow we got into the house, where 
it was warmer. They talked on, about 
back in the years when the village knew 
no pagans, and they all gathered at sun- 
rise and sunset for prayers. Then came 
the Boxer Uprising. The Christians 
were persecuted, and scattered. Many 
of them fled to the mountains and near- 
by villages for protection; others re- 
verted to paganism, never again to re- 
turn to the True Faith. 

After the hardships of persecution 
had cleared away, the little village 
found itself infested by paganism, 
though there was hope of its again be- 
ing solidly Catholic, as a zealous priest 
was stationed there. For years he la- 
bored, hoping to bring the wayward 
back, and to convert the pagans. 

But along came the Great War; no 
priests were arriving from France, the 
padre was needed to care for larger 
districts, and so the flock was left with- 
out a shepherd. Today the pagans out- 
number the Christians. 

We listened to their story—on into 
the night—and gave them some hope 
that perhaps soon young missioners 
from America would come in sufficient 
numbers to permit of a priest visiting: 
them at least once a month, 


THY KINGDOM COME IN THE FAR EAST! 
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CHINESE COLLEAGUES OF OUR MANCHU MARYKNOLLERS 
There are five Chinese priests laboring in the Maryknoll Manchurian Mission 


An _ Oven-bed— : : 
Bedtime comes early in the East, and 


for the Christians it was past bedtime. 
They excused themselves until the mor- 
row. 

Fr. Gilbert and I took ourselves out 
under a clear Manchurian sky, moonlit, 
and with stars hanging so low one was 
tempted to reach for them. There we 
told our beads, and talked awhile. 

Then the “boy” announced that the 
k’ang was heated and it was time to re- 
tire, so back we went, and stepped into 
bed. It’s an easy matter over here, as 
we remove only our shoes. Try as I 
might, I could not find the soft spot on 
the k’ang, nor the fat part of me. 
That k’ang (a heated bed) was too hot 


and too hard for comfort. Fr. Gilbert 
lauded the glories of Great Worcester, 
or some such place, and the “boy” at 
our feet snored happily; but every bone 
in my body ached in protest at being 
obliged to sleep on a griddle. 

After some weeks, as it seemed to 
me, came dawn, glorious dawn! I was 
off that k’ang and dressed, before the 
sun had time to peek in our windows. 
A wash in icy water, and I was off 
to the church to prepare for Mass. 





The Holy Sacrifice— 
The Christians were coming in, and 


their cotton-padded clothes seemed to 
protect them from the cold. Fr. Gilbert 
heard confessions, while I read Mass, 














CHRISTIANS OF YELLOW GOLD VILLAGE 


At one time the village was entirely Catholic, but the little flock has been 
long without a shepherd, and today the pagans outnumber the Christians 


in fear and trembling. 

From the consecration to the consum- 
mation of the Precious Blood, without 
doing too much violence to the rubrics, 
I every now and then put my hands 
around the cup of the chalice, as I did 
not want its Sacred Contents to freeze. 
It was not hard to imagine a morning 
long ago, when the hands of Mary and 
Joseph, and the breath of the animals 
served to keep warm the same Savior 
of the world. 

At Fr. Gilbert’s Mass, which fol- 
lowed mine, a number of the Christians 
received with as much reverence and 
devotion as one could hope to find any- 
where. 





Reluctant Farewells— 
We chopsticked our breakfast. Fr. 


Gilbert, having a start on me in the use 
of chopsticks, was able to dip into the 
common bowl a bit faster, and he made 
short work of that stew a-la-Mulligan. 

We tarried until the sun was high in 
the heavens, then we bowed, and said 
our good-byes to the villagers who are 
waiting for a priest they can call their 
own, and to the little maid of Manchu- 
Land wko is waiting for the Maryknoll 
Sisters. 





HE Church Seasons Calendar, 

prepared by Father Brady of 
St. Paul, is the result of careful la- 
bor, and worthy of a place in any 
Catholic home. 





A New England bishop, ex- 
pressing his desire to have some 
Maryknoll priest introduce THE 
Fretp AFar into his diocese, said: 

I am anxious to make my people 
mission-minded. They have been too 
parochial until now. 





The Month, of London, has 
been studying the new Encyclo- 
pedia Britannica; and finds in- 
creasing evidence of a modernis- 
tic, materialistic, anti-Catholic, 
and even anti-Christian bias, that 


HOW SHALL THEY KNOW OF CHRIST, 
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makes it untrustworthy on matters 
concerning religion — except the 
few articles written by Catholics. 





Have you chanced to notice on 
our list of uncompleted Burses 
one in honor of Blessed Théo- 
phane Vénard? This particular 
Burse is still far from “going over 
the top”, and will hardly do so 
without some sturdy boosts. 

The interest from this Burse 
will serve in perpetuity toward the 
training of American Théophanes 
for fields afar. 





The following is a passage from 
a letter recently received at Mary- 
knoll: 

The enclosed dollar is from a girl 
who has earned only two dollars in this 
country. She divides it with you, with 
the faith and hope that she will get 
work, 

Faith and hope, expressed in 
charity. The half is much more 
than the tithe. Given for the hon- 
or and love of God, will He be 
outdone in the return? 





An American Sister of Charity, 
now in North China, writes: 

The Sister Superior of the first mis- 
sion band of Maryknoll Sisters (Sister 
Paul McKenna) was one of our best 
“collectors” for our orphan asylum in 
Reading, Pa., before she entered your 
new community. I have never had the 
privilege of meeting her here in China, 
for she was a year‘in Hong Kong when 
I arrived in Shanghai—that was seven 
years ago. 





Word comes of the death, 
aboard ship, of Bishop Trollope 
of the Anglican church in Korea. 
The Bishop was returning to his 
Mission from the Lambeth Con- 
ference. His loss will be deeply 
felt by the members of the Korean 
Anglican Mission, in which he had 
labored ever since 1889, the year 
of its foundation. 

From the start, this Bishop has 
had cordial relations with the 
French missioners, and was a good 
friend of the Maryknoll Fathers, 
only recently having helped them 
to secure a site for a rest house by 
the sea. 
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AN IMAGE OF THE CRUCIFIXION 
USED DURING THE DAYS OF PER- 
SECUTION IN JAPAN FOR THE 
CEREMONY —_— 


(See text on this page) 


The Bishop was of the High 
Church, and, whenever entertain- 
ing Maryknoll visitors, seemed to 
enjoy surprising them by showing 
on his bookshelves the works of 
Noldin, Tanquerey, Sabetti, and 
other Catholic theologians. 

On his last visit to Rome, he 
saw the Holy Father, and received 
his blessing. The Maryknollers 
were inclined to hope that the 
“Kindly Light” would lead him 
all the way, but, while this was 
not evident, there seems every rea- 
son to believe that he indeed be- 


longed to the “soul” of the Cath- 
olic Church. May he rest in peace! 





The image of the Crucified Sa- 
vior shown on this page was used 
during the days of persecution in 
Japan (from the beginning of the 
seventeenth century down to the 
middle of the nineteenth) for the - 
ceremony of Jefumi, or Figure- 
treading. 

Every year, at a fixed date, offi- 
cials entered the homes of all the 
families inhabiting the sections of 
Japan where formerly there were 
Christians in considerable num- 
bers. The officials carried with 
them a sacred image cast in 
bronze, and kept in a special box 
made for that purpose. 

The image was laid on the floor, 
the list of the household called, 
and every member was compelled 
to tread on the figure. Mothers 
were even required to hold tiny 
babies in such a way that they 
could touch the figure with their 
little feet. 

Chinese who visited Japan were 
obliged to perform the ceremony ; 
and there are instances of the 
Dutch having been forced to com- 
mit Jefumi. Jonathan Swift re- 
fers to the ceremony of trampling 
upon the crucifix at Nagasaki, in 
his Gulliver’s Travels. 

The ceremony was abolished in 
1858; and the images and boxes 
are now kept in the Tokyo Im- 
perial Museum. 








have gone. 


precautions. 


olic is: 





TOMORROW IS OFTEN NEVER 


AKING out a will does not shorten life, but it does give as- 
surance that wishes will be carried out when you-:shall 


Many a zealous Catholic has always meant to leave a certain 
sum to the missions, but neglected to take the necessary legal 


A title that looks well in the will of any American Cath- 


CATHOLIC FOREIGN MISSION SOCIETY 
OF AMERICA, INC. 








UNLESS CHRIST CRUCIFIED BE PREACHED TO THEM? 
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P to a few days ago, 

any of my friends 
might have taken 
me for a modern 
reincarnation of the 
disguised Jacob. 

The voice indeed 
| was the voice of 
Morris, but the 
borrowed garb from 
head to foot made 
my identity doubt- 
ful. The same applies to Fathers 
Downs and Sweeney, and to Brothers 
William and Joseph. 

As I write, I am propped up in bed at 
the Severance Hospital in Seoul, just 
after awaking from an ether sleep re- 
quired for an operation on a badly in- 
fected knee. 

Now, these statements may seem in- 
coherent—the aftermath of the ether. 
“But let me allay any such uneasiness. 
Both the foregoing statements are in- 
timately related, and flow as corollaries 
from the same aquatic spill when Nep- 
tune messed me up, and stole all our 
clothes in Wonsan Bay. Our cook, 
Francis Kim, was drowned; and if sev- 
eral of us Maryknollers did not go to 
join McGinty at the bottom of the sea, 
it is because we owe a debt of extra- 
ordinary thanks to Our Lady, Star of 
the Sea, for special assistance in our 
rescue. 
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A Merry Party— 
At the end of our annual retreat, to 


give which Fr. Downs had come from 
South China, I arranged a trip to north- 
eastern Korea which included Fr. 
Downs, Fr. Sweeney, Bro. Joseph, Bro. 
William, and the writer. The day for 
starting out was fixed, and ours was a 
merry party as we set forth with bed- 
ding and the provisions necessary for 
a two-weeks’ journey. 

When we reached Wonsan, the good 
Benedictine Fathers kindly arranged for 
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SHIPWRECKED IN 
WONSAN BAY 


By Msgr. John E. Morris, M.M., 
Prefect Apostolic of Peng Yang, Korea 








MSGR. MORRIS AND AN ORPHAN 

WHO CALLS HIM “PRIEST PAPA” 

Korean waifs and strays owe Fall 

River, Mass., a great debt of grati- 
tude for Msgr. Morris 


our Masses at the parish church and 
the convent. Then our cook, aided by 
the generous, cheerful Benedictine 
Brothers, collected more supplies of 
food—including a big box of fresh 
fruit donated by our hosts from their 
orchard—hired several fishermen and 
their sailing craft, and we were off. 

Our boat bore not the least resem- 
blance to a Yankee clipper, but ap- 
peared seaworthy. The day was beam- 
ing, and the water by no means rough, 
though there was enough wind to push 
us along at a fair rate. 





Neptune Angry— 
As the boat glided across the bay, 


headed directly towards our landing 








THE THIRD GREAT BIRTHDAY 


February 2 is the heavenly birth- 
day of one who died for souls. His 
life and letters have appealed to old 
and young, in all walks of life. 


LENT—TIME OF SACRIFICE, 


place three miles distant, we joined in a 
boatman’s ditty: Row, row, row your 
boat gently down the stream. 

Everybody was happy, and all went 
well until we were half way to our 
destination, when we noticed that with 
each dip of the boat, water splashed up 
through the false floor. We suspected 
a leak, but thought it not serious enough 
to be alarmed, as the shore was within 
view. However, a bit of a squall kicked 
up a rough sea. This, coupled with the 
leak, which to our dismay was worse 
than we had suspected, caused our boat 
to quickly fill, and founder. 

I had already begun to divest myself 
of a heavy overcoat, and my cassock, 
which contained the expenses of our 
trip. The money meant nothing to me 
at the sickening thought that a few of 
us Maryknollers were almost certain to 
be listed in the Society necrology. This 
world began to fade away fast. The 
boatmen, fearful at the sight of the 
waves rolling into our craft, made the 
mistake of hauling down the big sail, 
and we shipped much more water as 
the boat came almost to a standstill. 





The Shipwreck— 
There seemed nothing for us to do 


but jump into the sea, and try to make 
shore. Luckily, with several of us 
leaning on the masts for support, and 
with the help of wind and wave, the 
boat turned turtle. Guided by Fr. 
Sweeney’s advice, we swam back to it, 
climbed astride, and then began to take 
count of our party. “Bro. Joseph is 
gone,” shouted Bro. William. 

I gave absolution, and recited a peti- 
tion to Our Lady, Star of the Sea, as 
Fr. Sweeney swam around the boat 
searching for trace of Bro. Joseph. 
Brother had been sucked under the boat, 
but he managed to pull himself out, 
and one of the boatmen grabbed him. 
We then pulled him up on the side of 
the boat. 

From the opposite side of our over- 
turned craft, Fr. Sweeney supported 
Bro. Joseph by means of a cincture 
passed through his suspenders. A flap 
of the same cincture was also the frail 
mainstay for Fr. Downs, as he bobbed 
in and out of the waves. Bro. William 
and I, from our safer perch higher up 
on the boat, helped to hold the others 
in their perilous positions by gripping 
their arms; and at the same time we 
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balanced the boat by crawling to and 
fro, to prevent its being rolled over by 
the waves and projecting us all into 
the sea again. 

It was at this point that we missed 
our cook. Bro. Joseph had occupied 
our thoughts till then. Looking about 
to count heads, we discovered that 
Francis was missing. Whether he was 
sucked under the boat, as Bro. Joseph 
had been, or was struck on the head by 
some object, when everybody was tum- 
bled overboard, no one knows. He was 
undoubtedly drowned, and we prayed 
for his peaceful entrance into eternity, 
even as we awaited our own summons 
to appear before the throne of God. 

We made the best meditation of our 
lives while clinging with failing strength 
to the slippery hull. There was neither 
another boat nor a human being in 
sight, as we scanned the water and 
the shore line. 


The Rescue— 
In the meanwhile, the boatmen kept 


up a continuous outcry for help. A 
woman ashore sensed our plight, and 
informed her husband, who induced the 
only two fishermen within reach to push 
out to our rescue. It was none too 
soon, for several of us were chilled 
through and quite exhausted. 

The two men lost no time in coming 
out to us, though it was no easy task 
to row a clumsy sailboat through a 
rough sea. It must have seemed ages 
to some of us before they reached the 
spot. Fr. Sweeney, for one, decided to 
take his chances swimming ashore, but, 
as his Superior, I refused to approve 
of this course. Bro. Joseph was, I be- 
lieve, beginning to feel sorry we had 
rescued him. Poor Fr. Downs quietly 
awaited whatever fate would be his 
lot, though holding on for dear life to 
the tail of Fr. Sweeney’s cincture. He 
was under: water half the time, and 
catching his breath the other half. 
Every now and then, a big wave threat- 
ened to overthrow us into the sea be- 
fore the arrival of our rescuers. 

In the rough sea, it required caution 
and manoeuvering before all could 
transfer to the temporary life-boat. We 
simply flopped aboard, for all were 
quite exhausted and chilled. 

Once we were ashore, a fire was built, 
some borrowed clothing donned, and, 
after a few hours, we were enough our- 


HAVE YOU 


For a few dollars, you can add 
several new friends to our subscrip- 
tion list. This is an excellent means 
of aiding Maryknoll. 








selves to realize we were closely related 
to Robinson Crusoe, with all our cloth- 
ing and supplies stowed away in the 
sea for the fishes. 

This state of destitution lasted only 
as long as it took for a message to 
reach our generous Benedictine neigh- 
bors. They at once engaged a porter, 
who accompanied Fr. Placidus, their 
procurator, and Bro. Januarius, bring- 
ing to our relief an abundant supply of 
good things, both eatable and wearable. 





Sorrow and Thanksgiving— 
During the next five days, we took 
turns in patrolling the shores, and even 
hired an expert diver, in the hope of 
finding the body of our cook. On the 
fifth, our efforts were rewarded, as the 
body came to the surface. Pushing out 
in a boat, Bro. William drew it ashore. 


There we prayed for our unfortunate, 
faithful cook, Francis, as, in the dead 
of night, we wrapped the corpse in new 
sheeting by the light of flaring torches. 
At three in the morning, the funeral 
cortege started for Wonsan, seven miles 
away, where we offered a Requiem 
Mass for the repose oi his soul. We 
inserted a fervent act of thanksgiving 
that there was but a single casket be- 
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BOAT BUILDING METHODS ARE PRIMITIVE IN KOREA 


In a clumsy sailboat such as this leisurely Korean carpenter is construct- 
ing Msgr. Morris and four other Maryknollers nearly lost their lives 


MADE A SACRIFICE FOR THE MISSIONS? 
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fore the altar, and not four, or five— 
including “the late Father John”. 

But the end is not there. We must 
provide for the support of our cook’s 
surviving family—a wife who has an 
impediment, being minus a leg; and a 
brood of six youngsters, ranging from 
a yearling up to one of seventeen. 

An outright settlement on a plot of 
farm land seems the most practical 
form of assistance. This calls for an 
expenditure of about one thousand dol- 
lars. Perhaps, some readers of THE 
Fretp Arar will welcome this as an oc- 
casion for their works of mercy, cor- 
poral and spiritual. 

At any rate, we beg a prayer for our 
poor cook’s happy repose; and an act 
of united thanksgiving to Our Lady, 
Star of the Sea, to whom we owe our 
lives. 

I have been unable to say Mass for 
two weeks, because of an infected knee, 
the result of its having been scraped 
and cut while I was trying to maintain 
my hold on top of the overturned boat. 
However, I hope to be fit to partici- 
pate in an Irish breakdown or a battle 
royal inside a week or so. 


Our Friends Say— 


S God loves a cheerful giver, so do 

I love a cheerful beggar. That’s 
only one of the reasons why I enjoy 
Tue Fietp Arar so well. Every mem- 
ber of our family receives a copy.— 
Indianapolis, Ind. 








My son is a “big policeman”, with a 
wife and three little ones. He is deep- 
ly interested in Tue Fretp Arar, and, 
in his position so fraught with danger 
in these lawless times, is in need of 
your constant prayers. 

I am enclosing a check for two dol- 
lars to renew his subscription and mine. 
I wish I could be more generous, but 
I am a widow, and have only a small 
income.—New York, N. Y. 





We look forward with great interest 
and pleasure to each copy of your 
splendid magazine——Portsmouth, N. H. 





Please change my address, so that I 
may continue to receive the best Church 
paper I have ever read.—Upper Darby, 
Pa. 





Maryknolls “Over There” 
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SAILING CRAFT OF SOUTH CHINA 
How our missioners travel 





THE MISSION VIRTUE AS 
BISHOP WALSH SEES IT 


Kongmoon— 
(Kongmoon Vicariate) 

VERY set of men have favorite 

topics of discussion, that finally de- 
velop into stock arguments. These clas- 
sical bones of contention may range 
from the intellectual difficulties of 
school days to the procurator’s opinion 
of their appetites, but in some form or 
another they seem to exist in al! walks 
of life. Missioners also have theirs. 
Among them are street preaching, the 








A SUGGESTION 


ERE is a helping sug- 

gestion. We make no 
apologies when we offer it to 
each of our subscribers, 
because we look for more 
than the subscription price 
from friends. 

We have to, since The 
Field Afar, at one dollar a 
year, barely pays for itself! 
And our subscribers, being 
friends, know that our work 
must call for good-will of- 
ferings. 

Our present suggestion is 
summed up in the slogan— 


SPONSOR 
A MARYKNOLLER 


Stand back of any of us— 
priest, student, or Brother 
—with a dollar a day, for 
as many days as you can, if 
it be only one. 











MARYKNOLL MISSIONS NEED 


silver market, and how to hunt tigers. 

But what the mystery of the Marie 
Celeste is to the sailor, and the price 
of gasoline to most Americans, that to 
any assembly of missioners is the 
thorny question of the special mission- 
ary virtue. What is it that does, or 
should, distinguish one of their call- 
ing, as by some peculiar and unique 
mark? What is the secret of the con- 
quering apostle? 

Many pleasant evenings on South 
China verandas have been passed in 
tossing this question to and fro, and 
often the gentle monsoon has aided the 
languid China night to cool off heated 
arguments and fevered brains. 

It is a curious fact that there is no 
disagreement at all about the great mis- 
sionary failing. Ask any group of 
missioners what it is, and the answer 
will come, unanimous and immediate— 
discouragement. 

If there is no argument about the 
classic vice, why would not its direct 
opposite be the classic virtue? Confi- 
dence is what is opposed to discour- 
agement, and the one impregnable for- 
tress against it. 

Try to discourage the man with con- 
fidence in God, and see what happens. 
Calamity cannot wither nor pessimism 
stale his infinite variety. He will try 
anything, once, twice, or a dozen times. 
He works hard, smiles often, and wor- 
ries not at all. He has plenty of zeal, 
patience, gaiety, and more besides. 

His strength is as the strength of 
ten, because it is not his own. He 
knows in Whom he has believed, and 
he can do all things in Him. In the 
eyes of God, if not in those of man, 


he will be a successful missioner. 





A MESSAGE FROM FR. AHERN, 
ONCE OF CHICAGO, ILL., NOW IN 
THE HAKKA HILLS 


Siaolok— 
(Kaying Mission) 
LL goes well with me over here in 
these Hakka Hills, and I am still 
kept busy with the study of the lan- 
guage. Nothing easy about Chinese! 
Conditions here are a little better. 
The Reds have withdrawn to Fukien, 
so we are again breathing freely. Our 
Mission is surrounded by Reds and 
bandits, but we are strong in the faith 
that nothing will happen to any of us, 
unless it be God’s Holy Will. 
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I am enclosing a picture of Pére 
Waguette, the Paris Foreign missioner 
of the Swatow Vicariate who was taken 
by the Reds last March. He was re- 
leased last month, upon the payment of 
a ransom by the Chinese Government. 

When Fr. Waguette was taken cap- 
tive he weighed about one hundred and 
eighty pounds, and he has gone down to 
eighty. The Reds were not very kind 
hosts, were they? 

Were it not for the fact that this 
French missioner is a man of iron 
nerve, a veteran of the World War, he 
doubtless could never have survived the 
Reds’ inhuman treatment. 

He is at present broken in mind and 
body, and unable to recall, except in 
vague outline, the months of his captiv- 
ity. He is under the care of French 
Sisters at Hong Kong, and will be sent 
to France to recuperate. 
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SPREAD YOUR OWN 
devotion by leaving here and there 
a copy of A MODERN MARTYR. 
Catholics have been strengthened 
by it, non-Catholics have been con- 
verted by it, young people have 
been inspired by it to follow voca- 
tions to the priesthood or religious 
life. (See page 64) 








The Wuchow Bulletin 


HE Wuchow Bulletin is a 

home-made product, used by 
Fr. Meyer to convey messages to 
the priests who are laboring with 
him in a field that has been arid, 
but begins to give promise of bet- 
ter days. 

We are tempted to let our read- 
ers catch a glimpse of this inti- 
mate communication, from which 
we quote: 








Keep a note book of common sayings 
—proverbs, quotations, and so forth— 
suitable for sermons and talks, which 
you may meet with in reading or con- 
versation. 

When a stranger wishes to ask a fa- 
vor from us, he looks up a friend of 
ours to introduce him; these sayings 
are old friends of the Chinese, and we 
should get them to help us whenever 
possible. Such are, “Do with all one’s 
power, and await the will of Heaven” ; 
“Man plans a thing, but it is for Heav- 
en to fulfill’; “Heaven produces; 
Heaven nurtures’;” “If I sin against 
Heaven, to whom can I pray?” 

There are books of proverbs, and so 
forth, to be had, and many of these 
common sayings may be found in some 
of our religious books. 

“Screw your courage to the sticking 
point.” If your first attempts do no 











WHEN BISHOP PAULIN ALBOUY, OF THE PARIS FOREIGN MISSIONS, WAS CONSECRATED AT HONG KONG 
Bishop Walsh, of Kongmoon (co-consecrator) ; Bishop Valtorta of Hong Kong (co-consecrator); Bishop Al- 
bouy; Bishop Deswasieres, P.F.M. (consecrator) ; Bishop Dumond, C.M., of Kanchow; Bishop-elect Canazet, 
of Shiuchow. Until recently, the Maryknoll Wuchow Mission in Kwangsi Province was part of the Nanning 


Vicariate, now under Bishop Albouy’s guidance 


CHAPELS, PRIESTS’ HOUSES, SCHOOLS, SUPPLIES. 
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The missioner’s reputation for 
considerateness, patience, reason- 
ableness, and understanding will 
gain souls even while he sleeps. 








more than give you practice, they are 
amply worth while. 





Winged words that will indicate the 
ideal missioner : 

“He is a very earnest and good man”. 

“He is approachable and unassum- 
ing”. 

“He never gets angry”. 

“He understands the Chinese char- 
acter”. 

“He is thoughtful of others”. 

“He is considerate of those in his 
service”. 

“He is patient with the faults and 
mistakes of others”. 

“He does not show suspicion”. 

“He corrects without using harsh 
words”, 

“He tries to be reasonable from the 
Chinese viewpoint”. 

“He is kind to all, but especially to 
his’ people”. 

“He takes a fatherly interest in all 
his flock”. 

“He sympathizes with us in our dif- 
ficulties”. 

“He is not intolerant towards our 
prejudices”. 

“He is gentle and helpful in the con- 
fessional”. 

“His sermons and instructions are 
good”. 














PERE WAGUETTE AFTER HIS RE- 
LEASE BY THE REDS 


During his months of bandit “hos- 

pitality”’, the French missioner went 

from one hundred and eighty to 
eighty pounds 


Our catechists and other helpers 
should not be treated like coolies or 
children, given peremptory commands, 
or cut off short when they begin to 
argue. 

A coolie will argue for his own in- 
terest, and may have to be treated in 
this way; but a catechist, if he is worth 
being in our employ, will try to tell us 





FILIPINO STUDENTS AT ST. RITA HALL, MANILA, WHICH IS UNDER THE 
DIRECTION OF MARYKNOLL PRIESTS 


NATIVE CATECHISTS LEAD MANY 


SOULS 


when we are wrong, or to show us the 
best way of doing a thing from the 
Chinese point of view. 

To cut him short, or disregard him, 
will discourage him, and cause him to 
draw into his shell. Sometimes, too, 
we make his position as buffer between 
us and others very difficult. 


Looking Ahead 


(Bishop Walsh) 

With an eye for the future— 

when the Church in China, as 
in the United States, will be de- 
pendent largely, if not altogether, 
on a native hierarchy—Bishop 
Walsh of Kongmoon is developing 
his native Seminary. He writes: 

The present Junior Seminary at 

Kongmoon has eighty boys housed in a 
small temporary structure, built to ac- 
commodate forty. 
' The present building was originally 
erected as a stop-gap only. It is de- 
signed to house eventually a printing 
press, and is really not a seminary at 
all. 

Vocations came, and the boys had to 
be housed, whether a seminary existed 
or not. 

We would have preferred to start 
out originally by building the final 
Seminary, but there was no hope of 
financing it. The permanent Seminary 
will cost fifty thousand dollars gold. 
The present building cost seven thou- 
sand. So far, we have managed to 
gather ten thousand for the permanent 
structure. 








Just now, we have a choice of build- 
ing, or of refusing vocations. Every 
time we refuse a likely boy, we lessen 
the proportion of the final output of 
priests. It is much preferable to build, 
if possible. 

The site for our permanent Seminary 
was acquired some years ago. It is a 
fine location. We want to build in re- 
inforced concrete, for one hundred Chi- 
nese boys, and six priests. We are 
making known our need in various 
quarters, in the hope that help may ma- 
terialize. 

If it is the pleasure of Divine Provi- 
dence to supply the means, we shall 
proceed to build, and so solve the most 
pressing and important need of the en- 
tire Vicariate, 


TO GOD. 
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Events, Great and Little, 
On Mary's Knoll 


HE great-event of the 
year—ordinations to 
the priesthood—will 
pass into history this 
month. 

When the New 














York Auxiliary, the 
Rt. Rev. Bishop 
Dunn, comes out to Maryknoll 
from the metropolis and adds nine 
more to the list of Maryknoll 
priests, it will bring our total up 
to one hundred and forty-two. 
Most of these have received 
Holy Orders at the hands of 
Bishop Dunn, who finds joy and 
comfort in this recollection. 


Those now being raised to the 
sacred dignity of the priesthood 
are; 

Rev. John B. Callan, M.M. 

(South Boston, Mass.) 

Rev. George M. Carroll, M.M. 

(City Island, New York, N. Y.) 
Rev. Alonzo E. Escalante, M.M. 

(New York, N. Y.) 

Rev. James A. McCormick, M.M. 

(Clarks Summit, Pa.) 

Rev. Ernest Mailhot, M.M. 

(New Bedford, Mass.) 

Rev. John A. McGinn, M.M. 

(Providence, R. I.) 

Rev. John W. Comber, M.M. 

(Lawrence, Mass.) 

Rev. Harold J. Felsecker, M.M. 

(Milwaukee, Wis.) 

Rev. Leo J. Steinbach, M.M. 

(Chariton, lowa) 


The Workers Are Few— 

NINE more priests. It is fine to 
register them; but, when it 

comes time to assign them to their 

posts, their number will dwindle 

almost to insignificance. 

One of our five mission fields, 
for example, asks for six priests ; 
another for four; and three more 
together for twelve. “Patience”, 
is our answer to those “along the 
line”. 

Our readers will know, then, 
that we are not at all over-bur- 
dened with priests or vocations. 

One Maryknoll Mission alone, 
by the way, is as large as New 
York State; and, in all five, there 
are at least seventeen million pa- 
gans. 











THE MARYKNOLL CLOISTER SERVING AS OUTDOOR GYMNASIUM } 
Training future missioners in “the so arduous stunt of picking up pennies 
without becoming unbalanced” 


A Day of Days— 
O come back to the ordination 
day, it is always a bright one 
on the Maryknoll calendar — 
whether the sun shines or not. 
One feels the presence of the 








THE FIELD AFAR looks to two 
sources for its subscribers—to the 
Catholic pulpit; and to the co-op- 
eration of its readers. 


Holy Ghost on that day, and there 
is not a single little devil left on 
the compound. 

Where the insects go, we know 
not; but they do keep away from 
us on ordination day, as on cer- 
tain other days of the year. 


Good Training— 

e AND do little devils bother 
such a place as Maryknoll ?” 

some simple reader asks. 


WILL YOU SUPPORT ONE AT $15 A MONTH? 
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MARYKNOLL AUXILIARY BROTHERS NOW AT THE HOME KNOLL 
In this group are men from many sections of the country, and all are 
skilled in some line of work 


Surely! Why not? 

Any training house for priests 
is just the place for attracting 
devils, little or big, because every 
devil, while working to drag others 
into his net, is also watchful to 
obstruct human effort that would 
save souls for God. 


We have our devil battles at 
Maryknoll. They are good train- 
ing for future conflicts. 


Black Diamonds— _ _ 

ig is an easy transition from the 
subject of devils to that of coal. 

Fire has its terrors, but, at this 








AN OPPORTUNITY 


wr Meryknoll’s Lenten 
pleafor aid in its labors 


to bring pagan souls to Christ 
reaches you, there may be a 
temptation to say: ‘‘I can’t af- 
ford to help the missions this 


year. Times are hard.’’ 


If you will feel the sacrifice 
this Lent more than in previous 
years, therein lies your oppor- 


tunity. 








You will not experience the thrill of the Paschal ‘‘Alleluias’’ unless 


you have in some measure shared in the sufferings of your Lord. 








YOU WOULD LIKE A PRIESTLY 


season of the year, it spells “cozy”. 

Perhaps we, who are preparing 
to drop many ordinary creature- 
comforts when we get to the mis- 
sion field, should not expect a 
heated training house; however, 
since we must sit at desks for long 
hours, and since what brains we 
have are liable to become numb, 
we do welcome heat—at least a 
reasonable degree of it. 

But when the diamond experts 
present their monthly bill—which 
runs into a frightful yearly figure 
—our lower extremities become 
cold. We then wish that we had 
a parish, and could command our 
parishioners to “drop some coal 
in the box next Sunday”’. 

Once or twice, with character- 
istic timidity, we have asked Mary- 
knoll readers and boosters to 
throw some coal at us; but the 
subject of the appeal—like that 
for bread and potatoes—was alto- 
gether too prosaic and plebian. 


Two Dozen, Daily— 

[|X line with our established pol- 
icy of training the boys to be 

always on the lookout for any- 

thing they may pick up, are these 

two rows of acrobatic seminari- 

ans. 

They stoop to conquer—not ro- 
tundity, nor yet lumbago—but the 
normal tendency of man, and boy, 
to become captious and wan on 
such an indoor schedule as all 
seminarians must follow. 

Twice a day, after the steam 
roller of class has flattened them 
cut, they must journey to the 
cloister walk for repairs—to rouse 
placid ganglia and put stretch into 
muscles, to clear the eye and the 
cerebellum, to strengthen mission- 
ary stomachs agin’ the grim re- 
alities of mission life, and, above 
all, to train future buyers of land, 
and builders of churches in the 
so arduous stunt (illustrated in 
the picture) of picking up pen- 
nies, without becoming unbal- 
anced, 


Our Brothers— 
ONCE a year, the Auxiliary 
Brothers of our houses east 
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of the Rockies gather for their re- 
treat. 

The period chosen is one when 
the Maryknoll students, substitut- 
ing for the Auxiliaries, can exer- 
cise their muscles and their wits. 
The students claim to enjoy the 
experience, but they are glad when 
the Brothers return to their tasks. 
In the meantime, they appreciate 
the services rendered to the cause 
by that promising band of helpers 
known at all the Maryknolls as 
the Auxiliary Brothers of St. 
Michael. 

These now number sixty-two. 
They include, in alphabetical or- 
der, accountants, chauffeurs, elec- 
tricians, farmers, gardeners, me- 
chanics, nurses, and secretaries. 





Recent Visitors— 
ISITORS recorded since our 
last issue included, among 
many others: 

Fr. Van d. Deyssel, Assistant Gen- 
eral of the English Foreign Mission 
Society (Mill Hill); Fr. Ives Helliet, 
S.M., a Fiji Island pioneer; the Most 
Rev. Archbishop Howard of Portland, 
Oregon; Fr. Michael Ready, Diocesan 
Mission Director in Cleveland; Fr. 
John McGivney, National Chaplain of 
the Knights of Columbus; Fr. Joseph 
Skelly, C.M., of Philadelphia, Director 
of the Association of the Miraculous 
Medal; and the V. Rev. Pére Langlais, 
O.P., Provincial of Dominican Fathers 
in Canada. 





Those Mid-Year ‘‘Exams”— 
You surely haven’t forgotten 

that time we visited the Stone 
Age museum, and saw what was 
labelled the “Descent of Man”, 
though it was really supposed to 
be an ascent—that is, from the 
man’s point of view. No one 
knows what the apes really think 
about it. 

Anyhow, it was called a descent. 
Probably because Old Man, that 
is Young Man, had just descended 
from a tree, had discarded what 
Bostonians love to call the caudal 
appendage, and had taken unto 
himself a club. 

Even so, he was decidedly out- 
matched by his environment, and 
he seemed to realize it fully, as 
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Catholic Foreign Mission Society 
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at home or abroad. When re- 
questing this service, mention 
Maryknoll as your beneficiary. 














he cowered back on his hind legs 
in evident anguish over the future 
that lay before him in the shape 
of a gigantic mastodon and an 
equally fearful pterodactyl, en- 
gaged in a mortal combat to de- 
cide which should have the priv- 
ilege of digesting the timorous 
spectator, after the ball was over. 

Argument availeth naught 
against the designers of such dis- 
plays, but how perfectly they have 
depicted the feelings of the ordi- 
nary student—and even of the 
Maryknoll student —as he looks 
forward to the mid-year “exams” ! 

They are monsters ready to de- 
vour him, at least so they seem in 
anticipation. But, when they are 
over—well, like castor oil, they are 
not so bad; and one does feel the 


better, if only because the ordeal 
is in the past tense. . 

Then, too, there is always the 
chance, bare but real, that the fac- 
ulty will some day do away with 
examinations ; unless, indeed (and 
there is a chance of this, too, as 
every professor who hath correct- 
ed papers knoweth full well), the - 
examinations will have previously 
done away with the faculty. 





The Sisters’ Mother-House— 
HE great new venture on this 
hill of Mary is the Sisters’ 
Mother-House. 

There was a time when we 
looked down on the Sisters. We 
do so yet, because they live below 
us, in our several cottages on the 
old compound. 

But you should see the frame- 
work of their future home! It 
threatens to overshadow us. It 
will be a noble building, and, un- 
less a heavy earthquake should 
strike this hitherto exempt area, 
it will stand for ages to come. 

“Maryknoll builds for the fu- 
ture”, some one says. True. And 
that is because we have faith in 
the Catholic Church. 
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WINTER FAIRYLAND IN OUR WOODS 


Maryknoll’s camera artists rival Fr. Foto in recording the fragile beauty 
of snowladen branches : 


$250 A YEAR WILL SUPPORT A MARYKNOLL STUDENT. 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
WORK TOGETHER FOR GOOD 








"THE February calendar at 
Maryknoll reminds us of the 
Purification of our Blessed Moth- 
er Mary, February second, which 
coincides with the martyrdom of 
Blessed Théophane Vénard. 

It also announces, for February 
fifth, the feast of the Japanese 
Martyrs, crucified at Nagasaki, in 
1597; and, for February eleventh, 
the feast of Our Lady of Lourdes. 





Charity must begin at home, but 
it would be shamefully ungenerous 
of it to stay there; it will languish 
and die if it does. 





HE feast of Our Lady of 

Lourdes was especially dear to 
our co-founder, Father Price, 
whose heart is actually at Nevers, 
France, near the precious remains 
of Bernadette Soubirous to whom 
Our Lady appeared. 

From time to time, we hear 
from faithful souls devoted to the 
memory of Father Price, to whose 
intercession they appeal for relief 
in various needs. We are always 
keenly interested in such commun- 
ications. 


4 
HE feasts of the Blessed Vir- 
gin exemplify the progress of 
the spiritual life; what we com- 
memorate as historical events we 


WE 


also consider as ideals of active 
holiness. This is only another way 
of saying that Mary is the perfect 
saint. 

She was conceived Immaculate ; 
in childhood she was presented in 
the Temple; at motherhood she 
performed the rite of Purification. 
These events were, in a _ sense, 
starting points. Each one repre- 
sents a complete innocence, an at- 
tachment to God that was never 
interrupted by selfish desire, or 
weak surrender to sin. Her soul 
was like some peaceful, deep, 
green valley, with eternal rivers 
of grace running through it. 

Innocence fits us for the grace 
of God. Sinlessness is the begin- 
ning of holiness, rather than its 
goal. “Blessed are the clean of 
heart, for they shall see God.” 
We wonder at the penetrating 
spiritual insight of others ; the mo- 
tives of their actions seem differ- 
ent, their energy seems boundless, 
the very atmosphere of their lives 
seems supernatural. They are the 
pure of heart. 

The Purification, then, is a pub- 
lic testimony to the sanctity of 
Mary, and it is a symbolic lesson, 
which teaches us that the initial 
disposition for holiness is inno- 
cence of the spirit and purity of 
heart. 
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INTER on the Knoll is the 
subject of our cover photo- 
graph this month. 

It depicts faithful Sisters, who 
after their day’s work in the Field 
Afar building—the Maryknoll 
power house—are returning to 
their convent for prayer. 

Fortunate are we of Maryknoll 
to have the services of those whose 
work, consecrated to the extension 
of Christ’s kingdom on earth, is 
also prayer. 





Charity must go forth and allow 
itslight and warmth tocomfort others, 
even at the cost of some personal in= 
convenience and suffering. 





ATHER Meyer, our sturdy 
Iowan in Wuchow, occupies the 


center pages of this issue of THE 
FIELD AFAR. 

A farmer he always was, and 
evidently, always will be; since, as 
will be noted, he likens the labors 
of a missioner to those of a farm- 
er. 
This farmer for Christ, by the 
way, was “sacrificed” for Mary- 
knoll by the late revered Arch- 
bishop of St. Paul, while he was 
Bishop of Des Moines. 

Archbishop Dowling followed 
the career of his spiritual son with 
keen interest, and substantial help. 





Charity must expand, or it will 
die. If we confine our love for Christ 
to His Presence in our own souls, He 
will not remain long with us. 





T this period of business de- 

pression and consequent un- 
employment, opportunities to 
reach the faithful through their 
churches have been considerably 
lessened. 

Yet the need for which Mary- 
knoll must plead persists, and even 
increases—a need for reapers in 
the harvest. fields, and for the 
means to sustain them. 

We rely more than ever on our 
friends to keep up the enviable 
subscription list which until now 
Tue Frevp Arar has enjoyed. 

Among a hundred thousand 
subscribers—which means half a 
million readers—we are sure to 
find souls that will respond to the 
action of Divine Grace in behalf 


. of the world-wide apostolate. 





Love is strong as death. If a man 
should give all the substance of his 
house for love, he shall despise it as 
nothing. 


HIS is Catholic Press Month, 

and well worth noting for the 
progress that has been made dur- 
ing recent years. 

Thanks to individual enterprise, 
and to the National Catholic Wel- 
fare Conference News Service— 
also, we may add, to the Fides 
Service, now affiliated with our 
national Catholic news service— 
cur Catholic weeklies have become 
vitalized. 
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Catholic: monthlies, too, are 
more attractive in form and more 
interesting in substance. 

The pity is that those who need 
most the regular visit of a Cath- 
olic paper to their homes are pre- 
cisely those whose reading tables 
are generously lined only with sec- 
ular publications. 





If the religion of Christ is worth 
anything, it is worth everything. If 
it is false, it should be repudiated; if 
true, it should be propagated. 





HE past year, 1930, was an 

historic one for the great and 
popular Church Extension Soci- 
ety, which commemorated its 
twenty-fifth anniversary. 

Those of our readers who saw 
ihe anniversary number of Exten- 
sion must have opened their eyes 
wide at the splendid record re- 
vealed in its pages. Extension has 
brightened the lives of many lone- 
ly American priests. It has made 
possible the preservation of the 
Faith in many souls; and it has 
helped much to lift American 
Catholics out of the narrow paro- 
chialism that marked our lives un- 
til this century dawned. 

The activities of the Church 
Extension Society have included 
with the home missions the needs 
of our island possessions, and the 
form of co-operation has been ha- 
bitually material aid. 





A supreme satisfaction is it to be 
able to say, at the close of life: ‘‘I 
have labored not only to save my own 
soul, but to bring others to know my 
Savior.’’ | 


‘THIS year will be a red-letter 

one for Maryknoll, since it 
marks the twentieth anniversary 
of the Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America. 

The actual date is June twenty- 
ninth, and we know that all of our 
friends will rejoice with us in the 
evident blessings which God has 
showered on this young institute 
during its first score of years. 

Our one concern now is to keep 
what we have gained, and to con- 
tinue marking steady progress. 
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AM the Immaculate Cons 

ception. Pray and work for 
the conversion of countless 
millions now perishing. 








This is a task that for several 
reasons becomes increasingly dif- 
ficult; however, it can be accom- 
plished if the friends we have will 
not only stay with us, but will find 
more friends for us. We are 
thankful to say that such service 
is not unusual. 

We are assured that interest is 
sustained in our readers, who re- 
peatedly say that they go through 
the pages of THe Frerp AFar 
“from cover to cover”. 
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Five hundred ‘dollars will secure, 
in our Major Seminary, a memorial 
room for you or yours. 


If they were not interested, we 
could hardly expect them to find 
new friends for us; but if they 
are interested to the extent just 
mentioned—a_ little thoughtful- 
ness, plus a mite of “courage” will 
add much to the strength of 
Maryknoll. 


The Novena of Grace 


OW did it start? What is its 
purpose? 

A certain Father Mastrilli was 
decorating the royal church in Na- 
ples for the feast of the _Immacu- 
late Conception, and was struck 
accidentally in the temple by a 
falling hammer. 


When at the point of death, he 
saw in a vision Saint Francis 
Xavier, who told him that all who 
for nine days would earnestly ask 
his intercession with God would, 
in the event of his canonization, 
receive whatever they requested 
that might contribute to their sal- 
vation. 

Saint Francis urged the injured 
priest to renew a vow he had made 
to go to the Far East as a mis- 
sioner. 

This done, Father Mastrilli 
raised himself on his bed, removed 
his bandages, and found himself 
completely cured. Later, he went 
to Japan, and died a martyr’s death. 
That was nearly three hundred 
years ago. 





The Novena of Grace became 
known as such because of the nu- 
merous and extraordinary favors 
secured through the intercession 
of Saint Francis Xavier. 

It has become very popular in 
our day, and we of Maryknoll are 
especially interested because we 
are privileged to have the spiritual 
direction of Sancian Island, where 
Saint Francis Xavier died. 

We wish our friends to share 
with us the privileges of this No- 
vena, which will be conducted on 
SANCIAN ISLAND, and in all 
Maryknoll houses, from March 
fourth to March twelfth. 


INDIFFERENT TO SOULS FOR WHOM HE DIED. 
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Farming for Christ —] 


By Fr. Bernard F. Meyer, M.M., of Davenport, | 





FEW years ago, I 

was traveling by 
train through the 
valley of the Co- 
lumbia River, in 
the State of 
Washington. For 
a long distance we 
had been passing 
through a desert, 
the only growth 
of which was sagebrush or the spiny 
cactus. At rare intervals, beside a wa- 
ter-hole or a ravine, a rude cabin and 
a half-starved horse or two showed 
where human beings were trying to 
eke out an existence. 

Then, suddenly, the scene changed; 
the countryside bloomed like a garden, 
and for miles we passed pleasant farms 
—with great, green fields of alfalfa, 
growing orchards, and bright flowers 
on the lawns. The contrast was start- 
ling, but easily explained, as the eye 
followed the long ditches filled with 
water, ready to be turned into any of 
the fields that might require it. 

















Men of Vision— 
This region, too, had once been like 


that which we had first seen; then men 
of vision came upon the spot. They 
gathered together capital, put in their 
own time and energy, and produced the 
irrigation system that was responsible 
for the difference between the two ad- 
joining sections of the valley. 

The mission field is originally like 
that valley—a desert. Then comes the 
missioner, backed by the capital of 
Catholics at home, which enables him 
to build up the system that will bring 
the water of God’s grace to the parched 
soil of the pagan heart. In the desert 
of Washington there was water to be 
had, but it could not reach the land 
where it was needed without the aid 
of men; so, too, God has decreed that 
His grace must come to men through 
men. 





An Irrigation System— 
These thoughts pass through my mind 


as I sit in the Pingnam confessional on 
the eve of a great feast, waiting for 
a few late comers. The number heard 
is over a hundred; a parish priest at 
home would not consider this many, but 
almost every one is a convert not more 
than three years in the Faith! 


Here, too, there had been practically 
a desert; lone missioners without suf- 
ficient backing had fought a rather dis- 
couraging fight. They had accomplished 
something, it is true, if only to reveal 
the possibilities; but at what a sacri- 
fice of time and energy! If they had 
only had the means to develop an irri- 
gation system; to open schools, to hire 
catechists, and to organize the other 
means of bringing God’s grace to souls! 
And how important it is that these 
works be well done; that there be suf- 
ficient funds to hire catechists of the 
better type, rather than some ignorant 
makeshift who accepts our wage of a 
few dollars a month because he cannot 
do better elsewhere. 

I have often wished that some 
wealthy man of the world would be- 
come sufficiently interested in Catholic 
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YAU ABORIGINES WHO INHABIT THE 
MISSION. NO LAWN-MOWER 


















































~lha South China Oasis 


port, Iya, Superior of the Maryknoll Wuchow Mission 












foreign missions to make a study of 
mission efficiency. If it were a ques- 
tion of building a cathedral, a univer- 
sity, an irrigation dam, or a battleship, 
skimping would be considered the height 
of short-sightedness ; yet those who are 
bringing the Gospel of peace and good 
will to men, who are preaching the 
observance of law and order, and the 
love of one’s fellow man, who are do- 
ing more—without saying anything 
about it—to promote universal peace 
than any other agency, are left to strug- 
gle along like a colored farmer with 
one mule. 





Missioner—Farmers— 
Apart from the fact that some of the 


adults seem a little uncertain of them- 
selves, this crowd going to confession 
in Pingnam has little to learn from the 
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average crowd at home. Their earnest- 
ness is evident, though they may lack 
technique. But the children have even 
that, for everywhere it is they who 
learn the quickest. 

Newly irrigated land does not usu- 
ally, I believe, begin at once to produce 
its best, but requires some years of cul- 
tivation. This was the case, at least, 
with the sod of the prairies where I 
was born. The farmer turned over the 
sod, and then used every means to re- 
duce the tough slabs to mellow earth. 
The grass had to be prevented from 
again taking root, hence cultivation had 
to be continuous, until the old roots 


were entirely killed out, and, in their 


decay, added to the soil’s fertility. 

§o, too, the missioner must cultivate 
assiduously the soil which he is at- 
tempting to “bring under the plow”. It 
is only slowly, and by constant atten- 
tion, that the old roots of paganism are 
eradicated, and the strength that went 
into them turned to the production of 
the fruits of grace. And, just as the 
farmer who loves his work counts not 
the labor expended, and forgets his ex- 
ertions in the joy of the improvement 
that he notes day by day, so to the mis- 
sioner every soul is a plant that he nur- 
tures with care, and rejoices to see 
grow and unfold into the full Christian 
life. 

To every missioner there come those 
moments of unalloyed joy, when all his 
cares and burdens slip away, and he 
contemplates the fruition of his labors; 
manly hearts for whom life has gained 
a deep purpose, mothers with a new 
lovelight in their eyes, and little chil- 
dren with their simple earnestness 
turned towards a fitting object—God. 





Only an Oasis— . 
Yet, as my musings continue, I feel 


that I am merely in an oasis; some- 
how, the capital is lacking, and we have 
been able to develop only a tiny corner 
of the great desert confided to our care. 
The water of God’s grace is there— 
any amount of it—but how can we 
bring it down into the valley, and carry 
it around into every corner? 

An American business man would 
consider the irrigation of a few hun- 
dred acres out of three million a rather 
picayune achievement, yet that is as far 
as we have gotten here—nine hundred 
Catholics among three million people. 
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Saint Joseph and the Sisters’ Mother-House 


By a Maryknoll Sister 
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A SECTION OF THE SISTERS’ NEW HOME 
The Mother-House, on which the Provider of the Holy Family “keeps 
his eye”, is well begun, and almost half done 


HIS time a twelvemonth ago, Mary- 

knoll novices took their constitu- 
tional in a field surrounded by a sturdy 
guard of gnarled old apple trees, “just 
across the road from home”, a place 
cold enough, but still fascinating be- 
cause of its possibilities. 


To protect and foster those possibili- 
ties, one group of “constitutionalists” 
escorted Saint Joseph (done in simple 
and durable plaster), and installed him 
right in the midst of their field of 
hopes—housed in a very respectable but 
uninteresting jam jar. With an earnest 
request that he keep his eye on things, 
they abandoned him to the elements. 


In due season came rain, cold, tor- 
rents of golden sunshine, murderous 
thunder claps. Saint Joseph remained 
impervious to them all—and kept his eye 
on things as requested, proving that he 
is indeed a fatherly saint, a man not 
amazed nor put out by the exigencies 
of the younger members of a family. 
Never has he shown the slightest re- 
sentment about that jam jar. 





And now, a year after his unofficial 


installation, novices again take their ex- 
ercise in the same field, but more or 
less a la trapéze at present, for in it 
stands a tribute to the capable Saint 
Joseph and his charming way of mak- 
ing friends—the well begun, and almost 
half done, Mother-House. To “tour it” 
is an ambition to be realized in one’s 
free time (if any). 





Since we are older, and somewhat 
less insensible to cold, we will leave the 
exploring honors to the “younger set” ; 
and allow ourselves to be carried, like 
the princes of the East, in our royal 
fireside armchairs to the new building. 


Through a sea of very real mud, and 
various islands of lumber, steel, and 
carefully sheltered bricks, we perceive 
—the Mother-House. Somewhere north- 
west, a gangplank leads up into the in- 
terior, and we find ourselves just with- 
in the reception hall. 








Associate membership in the 
Catholic Foreign Mission Society is 
fifty cents a year, 


Straight ahead, due east, is the nave 
of the chapel, gaunt, but aspiring— 
beautiful in the anticipation of a wel- 
come to be made there. Here one can 
find the explanation of many things— 
the proverbial happiness of the mis- 
sioner, the patience of Saint Joseph un- 
der his jam jar, the charity of thou- 
sands who gave cheerfully when they 
could scarcely do so at all, our own 
unabashed, importunate calls on the 
Saints in heaven and on earth. 





Perhaps some gentle, but healthy, 
young novice suggests now that we 
look up the refectory. We make the 
perilous descent, and it really looks as 
though it will be no longer necessary to 
assign two Sisters to one place, in the 
slim hope that one will be otherwise 
engaged at meal time, and both will 
not appear at the same dinner. 

“But what,” asks one fearfully, “is 
that thing in the side of the wall 
there? The Forest Fire Fighters’ look- 
out?” 

“Tt is,’ says an emotionless and 
heartless companion, “the reader’s stand. 
It has the latest, an automatic trap 
door. If you do not get through the 
first martyrology creditably—you sim- 
ply disappear—a splendid idea for all 
concerned, my dear Watson.” 





Another eager young novice suggests 
that it would be nice to walk in the 
cloister, and see the court. Though the 
first flakes of an early afternoon snow 
sting tears into the eyes, everything 
there is joy, and thanksgiving, and 
hope. Faith sees a green sward, and a 
fountain, giving soft praises to God; 
hears the high, swift sound of chanting, 
coming from the chapel; knows —— 

But a bell rings, and the present, 
with good-humored but inexorable in- 
tolerance, wraps up the future in its 
realities of stiffening cold, wheelbar- 
rows, lumber, and steel girders. The 
novices go back to their several tasks, 
and we to our fireside. 

Saint Joseph, however, (jam jar or 
no jam jar) remains to keep his eye on 
things. He who provided for the Holy 
Family will not find our insignificant 
problems too great. He is capable and, 
ther: is no doubt about it, he has a 
charming way of finding friends for his 
friends. 


HAVE YOU CONSIDERED THE SPIRITUAL RICHES 
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Epiphany Gifts— 

T the Convent last month, on 

the Feast of the Epiphany, a 
group of young women brought 
gifts to the Infant Savior—the of- 
fering of their lives as apostles to 
those who have never heard the 
story of the star leading to God. 

Those who received the habit of 
the Maryknoll Sisters are: 

Irene M. Kelly (Sr. M. St. Dominic), 
Berwyn, IIl.; Cecilia Viveiros (Sr. 
Teresa Marie), Somerville, Mass. ; 
Eleanor Kuhl (Sr. Marion Cecilia), 
Roscoe, Minn.; Mary T. Rowe (Sr. M. 
Basil), Mt. Vernon, N. Y.; Catherine 
McGettigan (Sr. M. St. Hugh), St. 
John’s, Newfoundland; Marie Lang 
(Sr. Miriam Thérése), Dubuque, Ia. ; 
Marie Callan (Sr. Patricia Marie), 
Philadelphia, Pa®; Frances Doris (Sr. 
M. Regina Frances), Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Louise E. Shaughnessy (Sr. Marie 
Noel), Cambridge, Mass.; Eva Marie 
Burke (Sr. M. Eva), Cambridge, 
Mass.; Emma Koehler (Sr. M. Theo- 
dora), St. Louis, Mo.; Anna A. Bren- 
nan (Sr. M. Patricius), Harrison, N. 
J.; Elizabeth Reister (Sister M. 
Cletus), New York, N. Y. 

The Sisters who made their first 
VOWS are: 

Sr. M. Cassia Naegle, Allentown, 
Pa.; Sr. Miriam Dolores Latham, Col- 
umbia, Conn.; Sr. M. Bernadette Yosh- 
imochi, Seattle, Wash.; Sr. M. Mercy 
Hirschboeck, Milwaukee, Wis.; Sr. M. 
Amabilis Lynch, Philadelphia, Pa.; Sr. 
Celine Marie Werner, Fowler, Mich. ; 
Sr. M. Margretta McRae, Jamaica Plain, 
Mass.; Sr. M. Clemens Scully, Jamaica 
Plain, Mass.; Sr.-Ellen M. Murphy, 
Omaha, Nebr.; Sr. M. Gloria Wagner, 
Baltimore, Md.; Sr. M. Bernadetta 
MacLellan, Indian River, P. E. I.; Sr. 
M. Joanna O’Connell, Boston, Mass. ; 
Sr. M. Rose of Lima Robinson, Jersey 
City, N. J.; Sr. Theophane Marie Cas- 
ey, San Francisco, Calif.; Sr. M. 
Frederica Hall, San Francisco, Calif. ; 
Sr. Emily Marie O'Neill, Jersey City, 
N. J.; Sr. M. Rose Carmel Reilly, 
Philadelphia, Pa.; Sr. M. Alicia Shader, 
Troy, N. Y.; Sr. Eileen Marie Mattern, 
Grainfield, Kan.; Sr. Miriam Carmel 
Lechtaler, New York, N. Y.; Sr. Cath- 
erine Marie Hart, Lansdowne, Pa.; 
Sr. M. Evelyn Farrell, Montreal, Que- 
bec; Sr. M. Magdala Bangs, Somer- 
ville, Mass,; Sr, M, David Berkeley, 


Brighton, Mass.; Sr. Veronica Marie 
Carney, Somerville, Mass.; Sr. M. 
Rachel Jackson, Mansfield, Ohio; Sr. 
M. Amata Brachtesende, St. Louis, 
Mo.; Sr. Anna M. Moss, Los Angeles, 
Calif.; Sr. M. St. Gabriel Mooney, 
Long Island City, N. Y.; Sr. Helen 
Marie Scully, New York, N. Y.; Sr. 
Joan Miriam Beauvais, Worcester, 
Mass.; Sr. M. St. Catherine Carter, 
Norwood, Ohio; Sr. Marie Juliette 
Puthoff, Dayton, Ohio; Sr. M. Natalie 
King, Burlington, Vt.; Sr. Anthony 
Marie Unitas, Pottsville, Pa. 


Snow-Bound at the Venard 


S we write, we are snowed in for 

the winter. To be snow-bound at 
the Vénard can scarcely be considered 
One youngster 
expressed it nicely in song when the 
students returned for classes after their 
Christmas vacation: “There’s no place 
like home except the Vénard.” 


a hardship, however. 


Right there his voice cracked. Ap- 
parently the thought of mid-year ex- 
aminations flashed upon him, and made 
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THE SANCTUARY * ei BISHOP HOBAN A sia CHAPEL AT THE 
ARD, CLARKS SUMMIT, 


The chapel in Ps first Preparatory College is now substantially 


tenis though it lacks furnishings. 


Its simple beauty raises the mind 


and soul to God 


OF A MARYKNOLL PERPETUAL MEMBERSHIP? 
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him shy. His cherub tone broke into a 
neigh, and cracked. 

Why should those old-fashioned ex- 
aminations always be cropping up, like 
thistles in a field of alfalfa? But, 
after the grilling ordeal in the black- 
board corral, a few days relaxation in 
the more pleasant pasture of winter 
sports makes everything bright again. 





A Vénard February has much to rec- 
ommend it, even though Father Procu- 
rator winces when he reads the coal 
bill, together with other light literature 
of the month. 

The appeal of the great outdoors 
awakens a strong urge in boys. Moth- 
ers aren’t the only ones who consider 
that a blessing. February at the Vé- 
nard is real winter—with snow, and 
sleet, and ice, and howling winds. It is 
wintry enough to sate the passion of 
the most exacting aspirant who is seek- 
ing an opportunity to prepare himself 
physically for Manchurian blizzards. 

Lake Vénard afforded unusually 
splendid skating and hockey this year. 
The hills were not to be outdone in 
generous service, so they ordered their 
sides covered with well packed snow 
for coasting, skiing, and tobogganing. 





If some February days prove so se- 
vere that even the hardy Manchurian 
aspirants are driven indoors, the gym- 
nasium can easily be dusted off. 

These winter sports are great archi- 








THE VENARD 


HE feast of the Purification, 
‘le second of this month, 
is also the anniversary of the 
day on which Blessed Theophane 
Venard, missioner and martyr 
of the past century, laid down 
his life for Christ. 

Maryknoll’s first Prepara- 
tory College, located in the 
Pennsylvania hills, near Scran- 
ton, bears the name of the val- 
iant young missioner-martyr. 
Here over one hundred aspirant 
apostles are preparing for mis- 
sion work in the Orient. 

Owing to the gratifying 
increase of vocations, Maryknoll 
has beenobligedto complete the 
Venard building; but the College 
now finds itself burdened with 
a heavy debt. 

Why not, in honor of Blessed 
Theophane, make a sacrifice to 
meet the cost of this Maryknoll 
School of Apostles? 











tects of bone, and muscle, and rosy 
cheeks. And, somehow (would you be- 
lieve it?), they stimulate a powerful 
bread and butter urge. But why speak 
of such mundane affairs as bread and 
butter, when experience has taught us 


that we are only amateur beggars? 

For several years now, we have been 
tempted to beg, but you know how 
bashful we are in these delicate mat- 
ters. That’s why we have been forced, 
month after month, to “borrow” money 
at interest, in order to pay our bread 
and butter, and coal bills. 


Annually, from January thirty-first 
to February second, we devote our- 
selves to a Triduum of special prayer 
in honor of our patron, Blessed Théo- 
phane Vénard. In 1861, the young mar- 
tyr spent those days pent up in a cage, 
exposed to public view, like a captive 
animal. His head fell from the axe- 
man’s block on the Feast of the Puri- 
fication of Our Lady. 

During this time, our Masses and 
prayers are directed to God for our 
benefactors, and especially for those 
who have turned their charity to our 
Memorial Chapel. 

The chapel is now substantially fin- 
ished, but lacks furnishings. Its whole 
atmosphere is devotional, and raises the 
mind and soul to God. But distractions 
do come sometimes, as the thought in- 
trudes of the large debt resting on this 
dwelling place of the Master in a 
School of Apostles. 


The Quail Season 


HE Denver Register, an alert 
publication that is spreading into 
several dioceses, has discovered a 























THE MARYKNOLL JUNIOR SEMINARY AT LOS ALTOS 
Our California school of apostles is still young, but it has even now some fine traditions 


‘. WITHOUT STRINGLESS GIFTS HOW COULD MARYKNOLL 
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Maryknoller over in an old Cali- 
fornia Mission. We note the fol- 
lowing: 

The M. M. at San Juan, Rev. Fran- 
cis Caffrey, who insists that he lives 
in the “most beautiful old town in Cal- 
ifornia”, tells us this one about cate- 
chism: 

Every Sunday he makes it a point 
to ask the children in Sunday School 
about his sermon at the Mass, thus en- 
deavoring to keep them interested in 
the instructions. On the first Sunday 
of Advent, he dwelt at great length 
upon the holiness of the time, and the 
obligation of all to prepare well for 
the coming of Christ. 

After Mass, he asked little Betty 
Jane Reilly what the topic of -his ser- 
mon had been. Betty did not seem to 
understand. 

“What did I preach about?” 

“Oh, yes, Father,” cried Betty in a 
flash of inspiration. “I know, the quail 
season.” And she was right at that! 


Our Pacific Coast School 
of Apostles 


T is only a seventy minute drive from 

Maryknoll-in-San Francisco to its Ju- 
nior Seminary at Los Altos, and, when 
our Father General pays us his annual 
visit, he finds that he must make the 
round trip several times before he can 
bid all of us a fond adieu. This year 
was no exception, and, before he sailed 
from the Golden Gate late last month, 
he had covered many a mile in our 
trusty Ford. 

Father General was pleased with de- 
velopments at Los Altos. He saw a 
student body that had doubled since his 
previous visit. The chapel has under- 
gone many changes, to add to its simple 
beauty. 

But our water supply! It was typi- 
cally Maryknoll — “subject to change 
without notice”. Seldom do we have 
much, often very little, some days none 
at all. The best solution would be to 
drill a new well, but this would cost at 
least five thousand dollars. We wish 
we could vote wet. 








The new Martyrs’ Shrine in our 
chapel is an attractive combination of 
marble and Chinese carving, with can- 
dlesticks of old Japanese bronze. Among 








AT MONROVIA, CALIF., MR. SU- 

ZUKI, JAPANESE CATECHIST OF 

MARYKNOLL-IN-LOS ANGELES, DE- 

SCRIBES JAPANESE SHRUBS TO 
FR. SWIFT, M.M. 


The Monrovia Sanitarium is now 
conducted by the Maryknoll Sisters 
relics on it, we treasure one of The Lit- 
tle Flower, to whom our chapel is dedi- 
cated, and another of Blessed Théo- 
phane Vénard, our loved missioner-mar- 

tyr patron. 








T is gratifying to learn that 

the income of the Pontifi- 
cal Society for the Propaga- 
tion of the Faith is increasing 
yearly. 

The increase reported indi- 
cates a development of the 
mission spirit which will pro- 
duce not only financial re- 
sults, but vocations, and a co- 
pious channel of prayers to 
sustain those whose life serv- 
ice is for souls. 

Every Catholic in this coun- 
try should be a member of 
the Society for the Propaga- 
tion of the Faith, and a dol- 
lar a year will secure this 
membership, besides provid- 
ing an offering for needy mis- 
sions in the homeland. 











Priest visitors find their way to us 
now quite frequently. Most of them 
are from the archdiocese of San Fran- 
cisco, but recently we have had two 
from the City of the Angeles, one from 
the diocese of Monterey-Fresno, and 
another from the University of Notre 
Dame. 





About this time, we look forward to 
our next September’s entrance class. 
Occasionally we must refuse applicants. 
Why? Because they lack one or more 
of the following necessary qualities: 
Good Health, Normal Piety, Fair In- 
tellect, Sterling Character, and (last, 
but not least!) a Sense of Humor. 

Those who think themselves qualified 
for the mission life should feel free to 
consult one of the Maryknoll Fathers 
at the San Francisco house (1492 Mc- 
Allister Street). 


Another Los Angeles 
Maryknoll 


LL Maryknoll beginnings are about 

the same. There is plenty to do, 
and little to do with. The first days of 
our new headquarters in Los Angeles 
were typical. They brought many sur- 
prises. 

The house (1220 South Alvarado 
Street is the address) was empty when 
we turned the front door latch for the 
first time. 

What to do? New furnishings were 
out of the question. It takes money to 
get them. 

So we sent out an S-O-S for used, 
but usable, odds and ends. We got 
both. 

A recent “double check” revealed 
three dining room tables, two gas 
stoves, three sets of dishes, and seven 
beds, no one related to the other. 





The house at 426 South Boyle Ave- 
nue, occupied by one priest, four Broth- 
ers, a Japanese catechist, and a house- 
keeper, is now exclusively a Maryknoll 
Japanese Mission Center. 

The new location at Los Angeles will ° 
serve as headquarters for our general 
work, and will provide accommodation 
for passing missioners. 


PAY THE BUTCHER, THE BAKER, OR ANY CURRENT EXPENSES? 
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A Marriage Made In Heaven 


By Bishop James E. Walsh, M.M., Vicar Apostolic of Kongmoon 
(The following is a true story, related to Bishop Walsh by Fr. Tallandier of the Paris Foreign 
Missions. Anna and Fragrant Prosperity are the parents of Epiphanius Yip, Maryknoll’s star 
Kochow, the city in which they were the first Catholic couple, is 
now part of the Maryknoll Kongmoon Vicariate.) 


catechist in South China. 








RAGRANT Prosper- 
ity, there is no Holy 
Mother here”, said 
the stron g-minded 
lady from Annam, as 
she glanced around 








the bare and barnlike 
hall. “It’s not the 
place. A lot of brains you have, to 
bring us all this distance to the wrong 
church. Let’s go home.” 

“All right, honey,” returned the pa- 
tient Mr. Yip. “I’m sorry it’s the 
wrong place. I thought all these for- 
eign places were the same.” 

“Well, they’re not. And don’t honey 
me, either. If you can’t discover a 
Catholic church and a priest around 
here somewhere, you'll find your pirate 
friends sold you a tiger, instead of a 
wife—when I speak I choose my words 
with care.” 











Mr. Yip was inclined to agree to this. 
“And you choose plenty of them,” he 
added mentally. They picked up their 
bundles, and retraced the path to Ko- 
chow; the lady punctuating the jour- 
ney with forcible remarks, while Mr. 
Yip listened and reflected. 

Back in the city, fuller inquiries re- 
vealed that the Catholic Mission was at 
Lungwoh, twenty-odd miles away. Was 
there a pricst at Lungwoh? Usually. 
That was enough for the lady. 

Mr. Yip was tired, and begged her 


to wait a few days; but there was no. 


denying his determined companion. “A 
person would think you had bought me 
from the pirates,” he grumbled. “in- 
stead of me buying you. And this for- 


eign Church has nothing to do with me, 


anyhow. All the trouble over nothing.” 

“The pirates would have given me 
away soon, if you had not bought me. 
They were tired of feeding me. How- 
ever, it was lucky for you, you poor 
heathen—you’re going to join the 
Church. Get that well in your head, 
and tell the priest when we find the 
mission. I hope he lets you in. I 
might have had a worse husband. It 
is, perhaps, God’s arrangement.” 





Strange indeed—and devious enough 
to be providential—was the chain of 
circumstances that had led to the prom- 
enade of Anna Mi, of Tonkin, and 
Fragrant Prosperity Yip, of Kochow, 
along the little mountain trail to the 
Lungwoh Mission, in the season of 
Bearded Grain. 

Their acquaintance had begun but a 
few days before in the back of a dark- 
ened little shop that dealt chiefly in 
opium, where a band of local pirates, 
returned from a long foray, were sell- 
ing their plunder. Word had gone 
around that they had a few captive 
Annamite girls to dispose of. 

Mr. Yip was young, impecunious, 
and unmarried. With some trepidation, 
he sought the disreputable and, to him, 
unaccustomed haunt. He was afraid 
even to bid, but one of the captive girls 
looked encouragingly and beseechingly 
at him, so he plucked up his courage. 
After considerable haggling, and much 








CHEAP—BUT 


attractive and durable is the paper- 
covered edition of A MODERN 
MARTYR. Single copies, 60c; two 
copies, $1.00. (See page 64) 


ADOPT A MARYKNOLL MISSIONER 


hesitation, he finally became the cus- 
todian of the personable young woman 
who had encouraged his bargaining by 
discreet smiles, 

“She took a fancy to me,” thought 
the little man, complacently, as he was 
awarded his prize in a final bid of 
fifty dollars—twice- what he had ex- 
pected to pay, and ten dollars more than 
he actually possessed. He could borrow 
the extra ten, he reflected ; and, even so, 
he had saved several hundred dollars 
by this unceremonious way of taking 
a wife. 

So Anna Mi found herself suddenly 
transferred from the mercies of the 
truculent bandits to the hands of the 
inoffensive little Mr. Yip. She then 
told him her story, which was con- 
tinually interspersed with references to 
some foreign Church, to which she 
apparently belonged. 





“T was an orphan in the House of 
God in a village not far from Hanoi,” 
she said. “I worked making embroidery 
for the Sisters. Father Vin was the 
pastor. We went to Mass every day, 
and studied books, and had plenty to 
eat, and good clothes to wear; every- 
thing was lovely. 

“Tt was the time of Excited Insects, 
when suddenly a rumor arose about 
Chinese pirates having been seen in the 
district. We paid no attention, until 
they looted a near-by village. Then 
came the night of the big trouble. 

“Father Vin was away on a mission 
trip; the Sisters were at the Mother- 
House for retreat. There was no one 
to protect us. All of a sudden, just 
after Rosary, a lot of shooting started. 
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The people ran out of their houses 
with guns; but some were shot down, 
and the rest surrendered. The pirates 
stole everything in the village, and then 
broke into the House of God, which 
they looted. 

“We hid in the chapel, but they 
found us. I thought they were going 
to kill us all, but they let the old ladies 
go, and only took me, as I was the 
youngest. They tied ropes around me, 
and dragged me away. They had five 
other girls from the village. 

“That was four months ago. Maybe 
I have not had plenty of trouble since, 
Fragrant Prosperity. If you ever get 
captured by bandits, you will find out. 
If I had not been praying to the Blessed 
Mother all the time, I would have been 
downhearted. As it was, I was get- 
ting to the end of my rope when you 
bought me. Those pirates have no 
original heart. I almost starved. And 
walk! Often we had to hike all night, 
and sleep in the open, lying in the mud 
or anywhere. 

“But the Blessed Mother took care 
of me. I’m named after her own moth- 
er, so she might afford to. I wonder 
if she sent me to you? I’ve seen worse 
men than you are. And I learned Chi- 
nese from the pirates; that is some- 
thing. I think I might like to live in 
Kochow, especially if you join the 
Church.” 





Mr. Yip had listened patiently to this 
story, but he did not wax enthusiastic 
about the new foreign Church that was 
just swimming into his ken. “We Chi- 
nese don’t take much stock in these for- 
eign affairs,” he remarked. “It’s all 
right for you Tonkin people, but we 
Chinese have our own religion.” 

“Well, it isn’t much of a one,” re- 
turned Anna with some asperity. “Those 
idols in your dirty old temples never 
protected anybody. And what doctrine 
have you got? But wait till you see 
the Father. He'll explain to you.” 

It was in repetitions of this story— 
now getting a bit tedious to Mr. Yip— 
and in other such palaver that the 
strangely matched couple beguiled the 
journey over the winding mountain 
path. Dusk was falling, and it was 
nigh time for evening rice, when the 
pair finally arrived at the Lungwoh 
Mission. 


Entering the little compound, Anna’s 
eyes fell at once on a long, low build- 
ing, with an overhung roof, that was 
obviously a temple or chapel of some 
sort. Anna knew Chinese characters. 
St. Joseph Hall she read over the door. 

“No mistake, Fragrant Prosperity,” 
she cried delightedly,“‘ you have brought 
me to the right place at last. St. Joseph 
outside, Blessed Mother inside. Wait 
till I make sure. Besides, I want to 
thank her for protecting me.” 


“I’d thank somebody to be able to 
eat my fill of rice about this time,” 
growled Mr. Yip. “Hurry up! My 
heart is empty from hunger.” But the 
lady had vanished into the chapel. 

Mr. Yip sat down on the ledge of the 
building, in tired and hungry resigna- 
tion. His meditations were soon inter- 
rupted, however, by the sudden appear- 
ance of a strange looking man. He 
issued from a tiny house by the side 
of the chapel, and approached the way- 
farer. Mr. Yip regarded him with in- 
terest. “Must be the foreign priest,” 
he thought. “Dressed like a Chinese, 
queue and all; but who ever saw a 
Middle Kingdom man with such an 
enormous beard ?” 

These speculations were put at rest 
by a hearty voice, that addressed Mr. 
Yip in excellent Chinese, but betrayed 


at the same time a slight foreign ac- 
cent. “It is he, beyond a doubt,” con- 
cluded Mr. Yip, whereupon he arose 
and introduced himself to Father Fleu- 
reau, the pastor of Lungwoh. 





The priest soon had Mr. Yip’s story. 
It was unusual enough to excite his in- 
terest at once. Even in the tumultuous 
life of the first pastor of Lungwoh, 
such a chain of circumstances bore a 
character of novelty. 

Besides, might not this be the chance 
he had prayed for—the chance of get- 
ting a foothold in Kochow, the main 
city of the district, on which he had 
cast longing eyes these many years? 

“Where is your prospective wife?” 
he asked at length. 

Mr. Yip nodded towards the chapel 
door. “In there,” he said. “She is 
looking for some idol she calls the Holy 
Mother.” 

“Not an idol, my friend,” replied the 
priest. “The Blessed Mother exists as 
surely as God made the world and 
came down to it to save us all. We 
have a statue of wood as a reminder. 
But we can explain this later.” 





In the dim light of the chapel, Fa- 
ther Fleureau discerned a figure kneel- 
ing before the statue of Mary, and from 




















A PAGAN TEMPLE OF SOUTH CHINA 


“We Chinese have our own religion”, said Fragrant Prosperity. 
retorted Anna, “It isn’t much of a one.” 
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the door he could hear murmured 
words. It was Anna, and she was talk- 
ing to the Blessed Mother just as if 
the Queen of Heaven were there in per- 
son to listen to her. Father Fleureau 
coughed. Anna sprang up. 

“God bless you, Father,” she said, 
in the halting Chinese she had picked 
up from the pirates. “I recognize you 
at once. You look just like the priests 
in Annam. I am so glad to see a 
church and a priest again. It is the 
favor of God.” 

“Well, come along now,” said the 
priest, after a few words of greeting. 
“You and Mr. Yip here must eat rice 
after your long walk. We can take 
care of both of you. I'll get our woman 
catechist to fix you up, and Mr. Yip 
can stay in the men’s quarters. After 
you have eaten rice, we can discuss 
your affairs.” 

This suited all parties, particularly 
Mr. Yip, to whom the mere mention of 
rice had a very grateful sound. Fa- 
ther Fleureau called a boy, and gave 
orders. Soon the pair of travelers were 
in the hands of Lungwoh’s hospitable 
Christians, who welcomed them warm- 
ly and immediately saw to all their 
wants. 





Later that same evening, Father 
Fleureau sent for Anna and the woman 
catechist to get the full story. Anna 
recounted it to him in glowing detail, 
but, of course, being an Oriental wom- 
an, omitted all mention of any proposed 
marriage. Ostensibly, she had come all 
the way to Lungwoh merely to visit the 
church. Father Fleureau proceeded to 
feel around for an avowal of the real 
intentions. 

“Did you say the pirates sold you to 
Mr. Yip?” 

“Yes, he paid fifty dollars, and the 
pirates let me go.” 

“Why did Mr. Yip do that?” 

“T don’t know. I think he is a kind 
man with a heart.” 

“No doubt. But, after all, his idea 
was to buy a new person for the inner 
apartments, wasn’t it?” 

“How should J know, Father? It is 
better to ask him about that.” 

“Well, are you willing to marry 
him?” 

Anna hung her head. Her bare toe 
dug the ground. Without looking up, 


she finally replied, “Perhaps it is God’s 
arrangement, Father.” 

This admission settled the main point, 
and Father Fleureau was able to pro- 
ceed with less beating about the bush. 

“Well, I can perform the ceremony 
tomorrow after Mass,” said the mis- 
sioner. 





Once the solution of the delicate 
question was assumed, Anna also felt 
free from her embarrassment, and be- 
came her usual communicative self. 
“You see, Father,” she said, “it looks 
as if God intended me to walk this road. 

“T always wanted to be a Sister, but 
they told me I had no vocation. Of 
course, I would rather have remained 
in the House of God, as a catechist, 
than to get married, and that is what 
I fully intended to do. But here I got 
captured by pirates, and God must have 
permitted it to happen. Then I begged 
the Blessed Mother to get me out, any 
way at all, and she sent this Mr. Yip 
to buy me. 

“T don’t want to get married, but I 
am willing, as long as the Blessed 
Mother seems to arrange it that way 
for me. Where could I get fifty dol- 
lars, to pay back Mr. Yip? And he 
would make a lot of trouble, anyhow. 
He is a good man, and, I am sure, will 
become a Christian. He has no bad 
habits. Perhaps it is all for the best.” 

Father Fleureau was satisfied. More- 
over, he was pleased. Providence had 
sent him the first Christian couple for 
the city of Kochow. 

“All right,” he said. “Tomorrow, 
after Mass, I’ll explain to Mr. Yip 
about making the necessary promises to 
let you practice your religion in peace. 
Under the peculiar circumstances, we 
cannot wait for him to study the doc- 
trine, even if he wanted to do so; and, 
judging from his talk, he does not yet 
know what it is all about. But God’s 
grace, and your good example will ar- 
range the matter in the course of time.” 





Father Fleureau was ready to call it 








A “PRIESTLY SON” 

A “priestly son” is yours for the 
asking. Many boys in Maryknoll’s 
Junior Seminaries of China are 
looking for adoption. Write to us 
for particulars. 


READ MARYKNOLL BOOKS. 


a day. The women bowed themselves 
out, and he was closing the door, when 
Anna, leaving the woman catechist out- 
side, turned back for a final word. “Fa- 
ther,” she said, much embarrassed, “I 
fear I broke all customs. Perhaps God 
and His Blessed Mother are not pleased 
with me.” 

“What is suspending your heart?” 

“When the pirates were selling us, 
they had six of us, and many men 
came. Some were hard looking rascals. 
I saw Mr. Yip. He was quiet and re- 
spectable; but he was very hesitating. 
I was afraid he would buy somebody 
else; or that some other man would 
buy me. 

“I was desperate to get out; so I 
smiled at Mr. Yip. He bid twenty 
dollars. The pirates wanted a hundred. 
He went up to thirty, then forty. They 
came down to seventy. Mr. Yip did 
not want to give more. He was going 
to let me go. 

“So I smiled at him again, and he 
went up to fifty. That did the busi- 
ness. I know it was a terrible thing to 
do. He thinks he bought me, but, of 
course, I made him do it. Was it a 
very big sin, Father?” 

Father Fleureau was silent, marvel- 
ing at the ways of women in general, 
and of this one in particular. “Our 
friend, Mr. Yip, will be a pigmy in this 
person’s hands,” he reflected. “I see 
the Kochow Mission starting with a 
good Christian family. It is indeed 
providential.” 

“No,” he said aloud. “Dismiss your 
anxiety. It is not a sin. Thank the 
Lord of Heaven that He gave you some 
brains, and that you knew how to use 
them. Your smile may start a new 
mission. Keep on smiling. The Blessed 
Mother is not displeased. Evidently she 
sent you to Kochow for that purpose. 
I see this meaning in such an affair.” 





And so they were married. Fragrant 
Prosperity soon followed his wife into 
the Church, and, under her tutelage, be- 
came an exceptional Christian. 

Occasionally, he reminds Anna that 
he did her a great favor by buying her 
from the pirates. “Yes,” she agrees 
humbly, “if your heart had not been 
brave and generous enough to make 
you walk into the pirates’ den and pay 
down all that money, it would have been 
very distressing for poor little me.” 














Ave (Warvknor. Munir 


JIM’S TRAVELOG 
Dear Dad: 


China at last!) And some inter- 
esting country! Of course, Uncle 
Jim knows the place like a book, 
but I have been all eyes ever since 
we sailed into the harbor of Hong 
Kong a week ago! It was one 
beautiful sight. Boats, boats, boats, 
big, little and middle-sized—all 
weaving in and out like spiders 
weaving webs. Boats flying the 
flags of almost all nations. But 
the queerest-looking are the junks 
and sampans. The junks are great 
clumsy craft with large, fat hulls, 
and sails made of matting or 
coarse cloth stretched on bamboo 
frames. The sampan is like a 
hugh Chinese slipper, built long 
and low, with one end covered 
over for shelter. Human beings 
live on these and also, if you 
please, an assorted population of 
chickens, ducks and pigs. 














Kongmoon seminarians in action 


Of course, you know that Hong 
Kong Island is British, and that 
the city is called Victoria now, not 
Hong Kong, and is built on the 
side of a mountain, in three levels, 
like the Grand Central Station. 
The first level is where the Chi- 
nese poor live, terribly crowded ; 
the second, the business center, 
and the third has bang-up, good- 
looking places. “The Peak”, as 
they call it, is hard to get to up a 
horribly bumpy “funicular” rail- 
way, as they call it, but it only 
takes seven minutes and it’s grand 
and cool when you get there. 

Outside of the city, in Happy 
Valley Cemetery, is buried Father 
Price, who with Father Walsh 
was one of the founders of Mary- 
knoll. We saw Macao where there 


-munion. 


were missionaries before there 
was a church in N. A. and after 
that headed directly for Bishop 
Walsh’s mission at Kongmoon. 
We had done a lot and were more 
than glad to see that mission. com- 
pound. The Bishop gave us a 
royal welcome. If I'd been all 
eyes since we hit Hong Kong, I 
was all ears that night hearing the 
missioners tell about their work. 
I bet I asked a hundred questions 
and would still be asking, if Un- 
cle Jim hadn’t dragged me off to 
bed. 

The next day, Father Paulhus, 
rector of the seminary, took us 
through. There are eighty sem- 
inarians, and talk about your live- 
ly crowd! They’re just as jolly 
as American-boys. The seminary 
day is almost the same as a sem- 
inary day in America. They fall 
out of bed when, at home, I’m 
still dead to the world; they have 
morning prayers, Mass and then 
a Thanksgiving Mass after Com- 
I shall always remember 
that Thanksgiving Mass. Dad, 
you should see those Chinese boys 
kneeling there talking with their 
Master, and how happy _ they 
seemed. The way they serve 
Mass would be a good lesson to 
lots of the fellows at home. In 
every action, they show that they 
feel the presence of Our Lord, 
and want to do everything to 
please Him. 


| EAGUE 


In the forenoon, they have 
classes and study periods; then 
dinner and recreation. Some of 
them play a pretty good game of 
baseball. Handball is another 
American game they like. And at 
shuttle-cock they certainly are 
whizzes! It’s played with a ball 
of feathers tied to a small weight. 
The shuttle-cock can’t be touched 
with the hands or allowed to touch 
the ground. And it would make 
you dizzy watching them kick it, 
forward and even behind their 
backs. I was a regular clown at 
it, and the fellows laughed plenty. 

















And here they are studying 


We are going to visit Monsig- 
nor Ford’s mission at Kaying 
next, and that ought to be excit- 
ing, for the bandits have been 
pretty active around there. Don’t 
worry about bandits getting me— 
I can run pretty fast. Good-night. 
Love to you and Mother. 


Jim. 


Watch for the Bank Account 
awards in the February number. 











Preparatory Seminary and Language School, Kongmoon . 


FORTY DAYS AND FORTY NIGHTS 
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«Pray and work for sinners’’—this was Blessed 
Mother’s message for us when she appeared to litile 
Bernadette Soubirous in the grotto at Lourdes. What 
better time to carry out this command than during the 
season of Lent? 

“Pray”—there’s not a Junior who isn’t doing that 
already, but since there are so many millions of sinners 
to be prayed for, how about turning all our work and 
play into prayer? Our morning offering well made will 
do just that. But best proof of all, that we are eager 
for souls will be our sacrifices. Even one a day would 
be fine, but ten would be glorious. 

How many shall it be Juniors, for the most for- 
lorn of all poor sinners, the pagans of the far East? 





Yours for a Lenten harvest of souls, 


the fiw 





OUT OF THE MAIL BAG 


RADES IV and V, Saint 
Clara’s Academy, Yazoo City, 


Father Chin will send a beauti- 
ful Lenten poster and a picture of 
Blessed Bernadette to your class 


ARYKNOLL AYjuoR 


if you write for them. A remem- 
brance of the missions in your 
prayers and Lenten sacrifices will 
be your part of the bargain. Fair 
enough ? 








Miss., in ransoming “Mary An- 
gelica”, wrote: “We are ransom- 
ing a girl, because the girls saved 
more than half the money.” 

Last month, we told you about 








Three Carrolls and company—Mary Elizabeth (8), Eleanor (4), Francis 
Leonard (6) and Joe (4 the “company”). Norwood, Mass. Juniors in 
the golden summer time 





LEAGUE 


em — 
HONOR ROLL 











Daniel Corbett 
Joseph O'Leary 
Dorothy Gorghan 





Virginia Kearns 
Frances Lynn 
Catherine Meyer 
Virginia McNichol 








G. ~ 
Sacred Heart School, Nashua, N. 
H., ransoming a whole army of 
babies ; now they send to us for 
34 Bankbooks. What a wealth of 
prayers for the missions that will 
mean! 

And if here isn’t Our Lady of 
Angels School in Brooklyn, N. Y., 
again, ransoming two more babies! 

There is a new club in Free- 
port, L. I., “Fr. Chin’s Working 
Friends,” and before they were 
even enrolled, they had begun sell- 
ing candy to raise money for a 
baby’s ransom. 

Sacred Heart School in Bridge- 
port, Conn., has in every room a 
“mission elevator’, to count the 
money they are raising for the 
missions. 

St. Matthias School, Bala, Pa., 
is not content just to win the Ban- 
ner, but set about saving for their 
Mission Sunday. They sent Mary- 
knoll $12 for the missions, and 
followed it up with an order for 
seventy Bankbooks. 

Students in the Visitation Con- 
vent, St. Louis, Mo., still remem- 
ber when they were Juniors and 














OUR LORD WATCHED AND PRAYED 

















have sent the ransom for a baby 
in Bishop Walsh’s mission in 
Kongmoon, China. 

Another Banner school, Our 
Lady of Lourdes, Jamaica Plain, 
Mass., wrote, “We have already 
saved $5 for a baby. When we 
counted it today, in school, we 
found that we have 7¢ more to 
start collecting for another baby.” 

St. Patrick’s School, South 
Lawrence, Mass., offered a prize, 
a pound of candy, for the one who 
brought in the most tinfoil. 

The Vénard and Salesian “Mis- 
sioners” at the Visitation Acad- 
emy, Parkersburg, W. Va., are as 
active as ever. The first had a 
wonderful Field Day in spite of 
rain, and it brought Maryknoll 
Missions a stringless $10. The 
Salesians sent in for more Bank- 
books. 





Juniors, have you ever seen 
Maryknoll in the winter? 





PRIZE WINNERS 


ST: Angela Merici School, N. Y. 

C., has a new statue. It came 
from Maryknoll and is a statue of 
Blessed Théophane Vénard and it 
came to them for enrolling the 
greatest number of new Juniors. 
St. Patrick’s School, South Law- 
rence, Mass., came in second ; and 
Helen Tolvais, Chicago, JIl., wins 
the prize for the largest number 
sent in by any single Junior. 

With the opening of the new 
term, Father Chin is again offer- 
ing prizes to the school and the 
Junior who adds the largest num- 
ber of new members to his big 
family. Names must be sent in 
by March first. 








EAGUE 


JUNIORS—Cut Out and Send to Father Chin. 





Dear Father Chin: 


Count. on tis, Class: oscwensiasn , to support one of your missioners at 
$100:a day for ........; days during Lent. 
Please send us the name and tell us all you can about our Missioner, 


We shall send you our money for Good Friday. 
SCHOOE ws .cscinwacsistawsieetere 


CoH Pe eee meee reser eres eeseseeeeeeeeee 
SOO meee meee er eeeeeeeeeseeeseseeee 








OUR BANNER 

“Father Chin, please, who gets 
the Banner this month?” 

“Well, now, Johnny, I’ve been 
thinking, and it seems to me those 
Juniors at the Sacred Heart 
School, Nashua, N. H., ought to 
get it. They’ve been faithful, 
hard-working missioners for sev- 
eral years, and there are all those 
babies they ransomed, and a 
bunch of bankbooks full of de- 
posits. They’ve certainly earned 
it. Hop to it, Johnny, and get it 
off in the next mail.” 

“Whoopee!” said Johnny. 














be x 
f) 
AE SSA IES 





ATHER Chin and Johnny are 

especially happy. From the 
Atlantic to the Pacific Coast, Ju- 
niors are sending up their peti- 
tions for Maryknoll and Mary- 
knollers. Here is a fragrant Bou-— 
quet from St. Angela Merici Mis- 
sion Club, New York City: 
Mass celebrated 
Masses heard 1,630 
Remembrance in Holy Communion 439 
Visits to the Blessed Sacrament 660 
Aspirations 30,784 
Acts of Kindness for the Missions 406 
Acts of Self-denial 346 
Rosaries 1,488 
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Old Wother Hubbard 


Went to her cup ” ‘ 
‘ah hal” and “Oh ho! said she; 
pennies and prayers 


To lighten the cares ‘ 


Of missions across the sea! 


board 




















WILL YOU NOT WATCH WITH HIM? 





Fo I SER a A A AC EG ALENT AAT A NE 








ID you ever lay the brick or 

pour the concrete for your 
church—that is with your own 
hands? If not, many a native 
Christian in the Far East has had 
a privilege denied you. For the 
mission church is often built by 
the personal labor of its parishion- 
ers. In addition, they give of their 
scanty income, making notable 
sacrifices for the spread of the 
Faith they love. 

One dollar a day meets the liv- 
ing expenses of a missioner. Will 
your Unit meet the support of a 
missioner for one day? One week? 
One month? 

For the spread, among the pa- 
gans, of faith in Him Who was 
sold for “thirty pieces of silver”, 
can you not give of your store of 
silver, to meet the obligation laid 
by Christ on His Church to teach 
all nations? Perhaps it will be a 
sacrifice, even a great one. Can 
any sacrifice be even comparable 
to the Great Sacrifice? 

There are stout hearts and 
strong hands out in the mission 
field, ready and waiting to work 
with all their vigor, that His Sac- 
rifice may not be in vain. Will 
you disappoint them—and Him? 





Loretto Santa Fé Unit of Loret- 
to Academy, Santa Fé, N. M., 
finds our plays useful and they 
know too what to do with our 
mite-boxes. 





Have you your Lenten Poster— 
and mite-box? 











A MISSION PARTY IN CHINA 
Note the luxurious Pullman in the 
center of the caravan 





IS YOUR BULLETIN BOARD 
RUNNING DRY? 

With Christmas past and every- 
body gone head, neck and heels 
into Lent, mission items are apt 
to be conspicuous by their ab- 
sence. 

Why not avail yourselves of 
our Bulletin Board Service, for 
the five months, February to 
June, with three copies of THE 
Fietp AFAR every month? 

Of course, we have performed 
an operation on the rate and 
sliced off half of it—now only 
$2.50. 

Clip this, fill in your Unit’s 
name and mail to the Crusade 
Editor, pronto, and the first 
batch will trot right off to you. 


RUIN A onan woes ea cea eh eu seee ans 











THE PLAY’S THE THING 

HE Crusade Unit President, 

solitary, was giving a fine ren- 
dition of “The Thinker”. Along 
came Ruth. “What ho, Sir 
Knight! Why the gloom wrapped 
thick about thee? Art mourning a 
lost date?” 

“Woman, cease thy babbling. 
The Unit appears to be defunct 
and we must bury it.” 

“Cease thine own babbling. It 
has showed a sign of life. A 
freshman just paid three months’ 
arrears, forsooth, and, believe it 
or not, I have had an idea.” 

“If thine ideas, Maiden Treas- 
urer, are no better than thy abil- 
ity to make these recreant knaves 
come across with the jack, thou 
mayst bury them with the Unit.” 

“Aroint thee, fiend! Likewise, 
come out of it! Mine idea is gold- 
lined. Also 100% efficient—and 
efficiency’s the word, Horatio! 
Now, listen—if thou also hast not 
died above the neck! When the 
club has fallen asleep and the 








treasury is sick unto death—the 
play’s the thing! Do you but get 
up this evening, Sir Nut, and say, 
‘We're going to give a play’, and 
at the 7:30 rehearsal the whole 
gang will be banging on the door, 
with their hopes all up, while had 
you announced in your grandest 
parliamentary manner, ‘Maidens 
and Knights, we are going into a 
committee of the whole to con- 
sider ways and means’ not a cre- 
ature would stir, not even a 
mouse, and you and I might have 
a rollicking duet singing, ‘Where, 
oh, Where Are the Hebrew Chil- 
dren?’ Is’t not so, Sir President? 
Moreover, I hear that Maryknoll 
plays not only bring a society back 
to life and increase membership, 
but are written with special 
thought for Crusade Units et al. 
What say, oh, Gloomy Knight?” 

“Fair maiden, accept my hum- 
ble apologies. We give a play.” 

What ho, Crusaders! The 
play's the thing! 





Have you written a missioner? 


NEWS HITHER AND YON 

ANCTUS Carolus Unit of 

Bishop McDonnell Memorial, 
Brooklyn, N. Y., has just taken 
our breath away. In sending their 
goodly number of subscription re- 
newals, they just casually men- 
tioned that the girls of Room 311 
also enclosed a ransom for a baby 
in Father Martin Burke’s mission 
and, please, how should they send 
a_ stringless $300 for Father 
Burke? 

















TRAVEL DE LUXE BY SAMPAN 
Your missioner’s conveyance to 
spread the Faith—and it beats 
swimming! 


WILL YOU FOLLOW HIM TO CALVARY? 
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Circles 


[A Maryknoll Mission Circle is a 
group of persons, young or old, who 
aim to cultivate in themselves and 
others a knowledge of Catholic foreign 
missions, to pray for the mission cause, 
and to help provide for the special needs 
of Maryknoll, at home and in the mis- 
sion field. Circles formed in a parish 
are urged to secure the approval of 
their pastors and are requested to send 
their offerings through the diocesan 
mission office where such exists.] 


Address: 
Circle Director, Maryknoll, N. Y. 


I* your Circle-has not already for- 

warded to Maryknoll the report of its 
activities during 1930, the Circle Di- 
rector would be glad to receive such an 
account from you. 

You may find the Circle has done un- 
usually well—if so, there is much for 
which to be thankful. If, on the con- 
trary, you find the Circle has had its 
difficulties, be thankful also. Difficul- 
ties are often blessings in disguise—a 
bright future in store, perhaps. 





We are idle when not occupied 
in the cause of Christ. 


The response to our recent appeal for 
surplices was far beyond our expecta- 
tions. 

The chairman of Our Lady of Lour- 
des Mission Circle, of Buffalo, N. Y., 
wrote when sending a large supply of 
surplices made by the members: My 
office as chairman is such a pleasure, 
as the members are responsive to every- 
thing I request of them for Maryknoll. 
Please send me a list of things that we 
may make. 





The Maryknoll “family’’, includ- 
ing priests, students, Brothers, and 
Sisters, now numbers over eight 
hundred: 

Were it not for the genrous aid 
of our Circlers, Maryknoll could 
hardly have solved the problem of 
sewing for so many. 





A check for catechists’ support comes 
to us at regular intervals from the 
Holy Name Society of the Most Pre- 
cious Blood parish, Hyde Park, Mass. 
This valued contribution to the mission 
cause has been established as a perpet- 
ual memorial to their former beloved 
pastor. 


INTEREST 


A NEW FRIEND 


Other Circlers who give us continu- 
ous aid in the support of mission cate- 
chists are the members of the Chi Rho 
Circle, of Des Moines, Iowa, and of St. 
Teresa’s Circle, of North Tarrytown, 
N.Y. 





The monthly wage of a native 
catechist in the Maryknoll Missions 
of China is fifteen dollars. 

In Korea, where living expenses 
are higher, a minimum of twenty 
dollars is required. 





LOST IN THOUGHT. DID SANTA 
PASS THEM BY? 


Some of our Circles have ransomed 
so many Chinese babies from paganism 
that they are beginning to feel like that 
character of Mother Goose renown, the 
“old lady who lived in a shoe”. 





Five dollars will enable our mis- 
sioners to ransom a Chinese baby 
from paganism. Two dollars and 
fifty cents will support it for a 
month, 





This month nine young Maryknollers 
will be raised to the priesthood. It will 
not be long now before they will be on 
their way to their appointed corner of 
the Lord’s Vineyard. 


Would your Circle like to claim one 


THE MARYKNOLL MOVEMENT 


In PAPER, with frontispiece: 
Single copies, 60 cents, postpaid. 
TWO COPIES, $1.00, postpaid. 
Field Afar Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 


(See page 64) 











OYEZ! OYEZ! OYEZ! 


Pastors, Circles, 
Altar Societies! 


From Maryknolls-in-the-Field 
the Circle Director has received 
urgent calls for: 


Candlesticks; Crucifixes; 
Censors. 

Stations of the Cross; 
Missals. 
Monstrances; 
Chalices. 
Can you help? 


Ciboria; 











IN THE 





of these young apostles as its own 
representative in fields afar? 

The sustenance of a Maryknoll mis- 
sioner calls for one dollar a day; three 
hundred and sixty-five dollars for one 
year. 





He who shares in the labors of 
an apostle shares also in the apos- 
tle’s reward. 





To adopt a missioner is the fondest 
dream of many Circles; but their mem- 
bership is not large and funds are lack- 
ing. 

If your Circle is not able to sponsor 
the whole yearly support of a mission- 
er, why not provide for as many days 
as there are dollars available? Take 
this up at your next meeting. 





We should use at least as much 
activity and persistence in promot- 
ing the sacred interests of Christ 
as worldly men employ in further- 
ing private affairs. 





The Little Flower Circle, of Fram- 
ingham, Mass., has completed the pay- 
ment of five hundred dollars which 
will secure for it a Memorial Room in 
the Maryknoll Sisters’ .Mother-House. 

Congratulations to this zealous Circle 
—only a little over a year old. 





For the further development of 
the Maryknoll Sisterhood, their per- 
manent Mother-House is a vital 
necessity. 

Maryknoll is especially grateful 
at this time to those of our Circle 
friends who are mindful of this ur- 
gent need. 


Our youngest Circles promise much. 
Humble beginnings are no discourage- 
ment to them; like all true missioners, 
they keep pushing right ahead. 

It would give us pleasure to welcome 
more like them, 





Help Maryknoll to bring the 
number of its Mission Circles to one 
thousand. 


FIELD AFAR. 
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A Heartful of Thanks 





VALENTINE 


OW docs Maryknoll keep the home 

fires burning in these difficult days? 
is a not infrequent inquiry from vis- 
itors, as they look us over, and begin 
to form some idéa of the needs of a 
family numbering more than eight hun- 
dred. 

We can only answer that God is 
Good, and that, while the generosity of 
our benefactors doubtless requires 
greater sacrifice than in more prosper- 
ous times, the Master of the Vineyard 
gives a proportionate increase of zeal 
to these mission-lovers. 








Stringless Gifts, an unmistakable evi- 
dence of Christlike charity on the part 
of the donors, came to us recently from 
New York, N. Y.; Boston, Mass.; 
Somerville, Mass.; Scranton, Pa.; 
Brooklyn, N. Y.; Pittsfield, Mass. ; 
Philadelphia, Pa.; and Bradford, Eng- 
land. 

One came also, the largest of them 
all, from a former seminary classmate 
of the Maryknoll Superior General, the 
late beloved Archbishop of St. Paul, 
Minn., the Most Rev. Austin Dowling, 
D.D. 





Among the last donations of this 
truly priestly prelate, one of Mary- 
knoll’s most valued friends and coun- 
selors, was likewise a gencrous gift 
toward the cost of the new Church of 
Our Lady, Queen of Martyrs, con- 
structed by Maryknoll for the Japanese 
residents of Seattle, Wash. 

The Office of the Socicty for the 


Propagation of the Faith, in Boston, 
Mass., also encouraged Fr. Murrett, the 
Director of our Japanese Seattle Mis- 
sion, by a gift which will help to lift 
the debt from the new church. 





Maryknoll, established by action of 
the United States Hierarchy, owes 
much of its development, under God, to 
the unceasing encouragement and co- 
operation of American prelates. 

On the same day that our Society 
was so generously remembered by the 
late Archbishop Dowling, another pre- 
late, to whom Maryknoll is already in- 
debted for great and numberous favors, 
sent a princely donation for our Vé- 
nard Preparatory College—a vital unit 
for the progress of our work, but one 
which is a heavy drain on our Center. 





Maryknoll mission fields in China 
and Korea benefited by the thoughtful 
kindness of friends in Atlantic City, 
N. J.; Boston, Mass.; Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
and Lansdowne, Pa. 

The ever-present catechist need was 
remembered by a benefactor in Hyde 
Park, Mass. 





Payments for the Boston Archdiocese 
Memorial Classroom in our Major 
Seminary continue to reach our hilltop. 
We look forward to the time when a 
tablet commemorating the gift will 
grace the Classroom walls. 





A Maryknoll Student Memorial 
Room attracted a mission-lover in 
Dorchester, Mass. 





Benefactors in Hancock, N. H., made 
a substantial addition to one of our 
Burses. 





Maryknoll is deeply grateful to a 
friend in New York, N. Y., for gen- 
erous aid in the task of providing for 
the education of our aspirant apostles. 





From Cantonsville, Md., came a much 
appreciated gift for a Mass Foundation. 








The letters of Theophane Venard, 
the young French martyr of Tong- 
king who went singing to his death, 
have been read by nearly fifty thou- 
sand Americans—and re-read by 
many of these. 


An investment in a Maryknoll An- 
nuity was made by a benefactor in 
Bayonne, N. J. 





Four wills in favor of our work ma- 
tured last month, and a remembrance in 
four others was announced. 

Wills are proving one of Maryknoll’s 
steadiest and best sources of revenue. 
While the legacies received are not, as 
a rule, large, they come with gratify- 
ing frequency, and are usually “string- 
less”. 


PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 

Living: Reverend Friends, 4; M. C. 
B.; G. W. and Relatives; A. T. and 
Relatives ; J. J. D. and Family; J. F. R. 
and Relatives; M. R.; P. S. and Rela- 
tives; T. F. C. and Relatives; C. S. R.; 
J. A. McP. and Relatives; E. C. and 
Relatives; The Members of Fr. Mat- 
thews’ Temp. Society; C. M.; M. C. C.; 
H. D.; M. A. T. and Relatives; J. 
and oR. MM, B:> ©. J. 1.2 A.. L. and 
Relatives; A. J. N. and Relatives; L. Z. 
and Relatives; A. M. D. and Relatives; 
A a © and DD. 1.5. J. Fs The 
O'N. Family. 


Deceased: Matilda Hirst; Susan A. 
and Agnes J. Egan; Mary Nadeau; 
John C. and Fannie L. Magee; The 
Holy Souls; Mary V. Allen; Bertie B. 
Haag; Ann Peoples. 





PRAY FOR THEM 
ARYKNOLL asks a remem- 
brance in your prayers of the 

souls of the following mission ben- 
efactors: 

Most Rev. Austin Dowling; Rt. 
Rev. Msgr. James McAleese; Rev. 
Robert O’Brien; Sister Mary Leonardi 
Noonan; Sister Mary De Paul; Sister 
Mary Ursula Flanagan; Sister Alphon- 
sus O’Keefe; Mr. Ferguson; Ignatius 
A. Robinson ; Edward F. Delaney ; John 
Reynolds; Mrs. Emily A. Keating; 
Mrs. Rutledge; Mrs. Mary H. Mc- 
Hugh; Mereditte Cromwell; Mrs. J. 
Trescong; Robert S. Brady; Mrs. Jos- 
eph Robrecht; Mrs. Amanda M. 
Taylor; Mrs. Marie Rush; Joseph 
F. McCorry; William H. Murray; 
Mrs. Hugh Doherty; Mrs. Winifred 
Quinlan Clune; Henrietta Meily; Wil- 
liam J. Meehan; Mrs. McBrien; Mrs. 
Ellen Greene; Mrs. Pellouchoud; Leo 
Rogers. 


WE EMPLOY NO PROFESSIONAL AGENTS, 
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STUDENT BURSES 


A barse is a sum of money drawing 
yearly interest which is applied to the 
board, housing and education of astu- 
dent at the Maryknoll Seminary, or at 
one of its Preparatory Colleges in the 
United States. 


FOR THE MAJOR SEMINARY 
($5,000 each) 
















ST. MICHAEL BURSE, No. 2... 4750.00 
Fr. Chaminade Memorial Burse... 4,513.71 
Michael J. Egan Memorial Burse 4,200.00 
Kate McLaughlin Memorial Burse 4,050.00 
St; ARENONY BIUTBEs.0:0:010:000.05%,06:0 4,034.13 
St. Francis of Assisi Burse, "No. I. 4,000.00 
So Oe OP SOR Or re rere + $4,000.00 
St. Anne Burse...... Labaise siwinvbie 3,746.83 
Curé Of Ars BULK. occccccccscccs 3732-35 
ig ag sone Burs. cc: no §©99956.58 
Sa ipisisietbinva oataip eisieiecave’sie 3,000.00 
Bl. p Pe y* Marillac heeiees ieasateis 2,858.87 
PANS I UAUOE s i586) 40 W 40 0010-04140 0:0 2,853.30 
_ Molloy Burse.........+.- + 2,851.00 
rne Memorial Burse....... acces 70085 
ren Child Jesus Burse.........0% 2,741.85 
Marywood College Burse..... « 2,375.50 
Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Burse.... 2,255.19 
SE; BUGcnOed Ute oie ss 6pc040 0000 . 2,246.50 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse.. 2,237.63 
Archbishop Ireland Burse..... +s 2,101.00 
Mother Seton Burse......seeeeee8 2,039.18 
St. Vincent de Paul Burse, No. 2.. 2,000.00 
St. Dominic Burse....... puisisieron - 1,889.69 
Bernadette of Lourdes Burse...... 1,834.75 
Our ppd of the aw esi 
ny ee 1,628.06 
un ns bee . a 1,611.70 
Es ONES THUTBE cic o10:00.9.503.0000 00 1,455.88 
Immaculate Conception, Patron of 
AMONiCE BUTE. 6.o<<c000506680es 1,432.28 
Fr. Nummey Burse of Holy Child 
Jesus Parish of Richmond Hill.. 1,402.55 
St. Francis of Assisi, No. 2 Burse 1,137.10 
St. John Baptist Burse...... eiajeinisi 1,070.11 
Manchester Diocese Burse.......- 1,000.00 
St. Boniface Burse...... 919.65 
St. Francis Xavier Burse 881.38 
bs FG BIC sc s:0.c:0.0'000 0:00 771.65 
Sacred Heart Seminary Burse 750.00 
St. Laurence Burse.........+ 650.25 
Children of Mary Burse. 626.70 
Holy Family Burse...... 576.25 
St. Bridcet Burse..... 541.40 
St. Joan of Arc Burse. 501.61 
The Holy Name Burse..........- 470.65 
St. Joseph Burse, No. 2...++0+ eee 444.20 
St. Louis Archdiocese Burse...... 430.00 
C. C. W. Burse of the Five Wounds 430.00 
bs DMA OEE o:e.60p:sisee seiviee'e:s.¢ 382.25 
St. John B. de la Salle Burse..... 269.00 
MAUS Stns: BUCO 6 ase.646:0:4.0:4:4:0)04 0:0 260.78 
Rev. George M. FitzGerald Burse 231.00 
St. John Berchmans Burse........ 201.00 
Tesus Christ Crucified Burse...... 190.50 
Newark Diocese Burse...........- 157.00 
SS. Peter and Paul Burse........ 150.00 
i a i eee 106.07 





FOR OUR PREPARATORY 
COLLEGES 
($5,000 each) 


IN_ HONOR OF THE SACRED 
HEARTS OF JESUS, MARY, 


AND JOSEPH BURSE........ 4,800.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Burse (Re- 

WLIO = | Sisinsa save bicieecacoteyeie ovis a +s 4,400.00 
pc Gaede SCC: f Gea ere a gate eae 1,851.60 
Bl. Théophane Vénard Burse...... 1,721.80 
Rt. Rev. Michael J. Hoban Me- 

INOVAGE) “SAUER 5105656: 6:6: 5:04 id is50'01e 60:8 1,231.00 
Bl. Virgin Mary Sodality Burse.. 1,000.00 
SE DhCNNE GEAR. 5s 5.c.0 00.05 s00.<0 693.32 
Sts AlOYHUE BUTEO sco 5s decease see 651.50 
Our Lady’s Circle Burse (Los Altos) 450.00 
Archbishop Hanna Burse (Los Altos) 444.95 
St. Philomena Burse.......sccce- 215.00 
Fioly Ghost Butse. 0 o:s.000:0006s000 133.00 
Immaculate Conception Burse..... 119.00 
Ven. Philippine Duchesne Burse.. 115.00 
St. Margaret Mary Burse......... 112.00 





tOn hand, but not available, as at present 
interest goes to donor. 


OUR 





CATHOLIC WORLD ATLAS 





Containing a Geographical and Statistical Description 
with Maps of the Church, furnished with 
Historical and Ethnographical Notices 


Prepared by Command of His Holiness, Pope Pius XI 


By F. C. STREIT 


189 pages—39 maps in colors—size 1534 x 934 inches. 
torical Data on every Mission—latest boundary changes. Maps 
beautifully done in colors—complete index—soiid binding 


His- 





Price, $12.50 








The Society for the Propagation of the Faith 


109 EAST 38th STREET 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 











NATIVE STUDENT BURSES 


$1,500 placed at interest will enable 
our missioners to keep one Chinese 
aspirant to the priesthood at a semi- 
nary in China. 


OUR LADY OF LOURDES 

PORES ois ccinsiac vee bec asewee ue 
Little Flower Burse.......-.eees 1,149.28 
SS. Ann and John Burse.......-- 1,100.00 







or — Burse... 1,013.00 

Be Bate asc viva c:cnasiesies 1,000.00 
oes Mother of God Burse.. 808.13 
Christ the King Burse, No. 2. 700.00 
St. Ambrose Burse....... 700.00 
R. C. Burse, No. 2......+. 600.00 
Souls in Purgatory Burse. 357-50 
Maryknoll Academia Burse 301.60 
St. Patrick Burse......++- Ss 239.00 
BW, BENG a6: 65:4: 6:0 05 o:0isi0sesieie 100.00 





A Memorial Burse ? 


NEWPORT, R. L., resident, 
who knew and admired the 
late Archbishop Austin Dowling 
of St. Paul, has sent an offering 
of one hundred dollars as the 
modest foundation of a Maryknoll 








The Field Afar for 6 years, $5. 


Student Burse to his memory, 
should such be started. 

Nothing would please us more 
than to register at Maryknoll a 
Burse in honor of one of our 
greatest benefactors in the hier- 
archy, and we will welcome any 
assurance of co-operation. 


Up-to-Date 
MARYKNOLL Sister in the Phil- 
ippines was recounting quite graph- 

ically the Gospel story of the raising 
of the widow’s son from the dead. 
“What do you:suppose our Lord said 
to the widow’s son when He came up 
to the bier?” asked Sister. 
There was a terrific, frantic waving 
of hands in the front seat. 


“Well, Melicia?” said Sister, hope- 
fully. 
“He said—He said—He said—a— 


Sister—Man Alive!” 


- FRIENDS ARE OUR BEST AGENTS. 
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‘Perhaps no book has helped more to inspire zeal 
for the foreign missions.”’—America 














= | 


Born, 1829. Beheaded, 1861. Beatified, 1909. | 


A MODERN MARTYR 


| BLESSED THEOPHANE VENARD 








“The story of Bl. Theophane Venard, beheaded for the 
Faith in Tongking, is soul-stirring. No reader can fail 


—The Universe, London 


“The book is as interesting as a romance and is worth 

a hundred romances for the inspirations of its delight- 

ful chapters. Young and old, school boys and ecclesias- 

tics, love this work. We advise our readers to get it.” 
—The Tablet, New Zealand 


“It is difficult to read this book and not be moved to 
tears; tears not of sentimentality, butof gratitude, that | 
a boy eighteen hundred years removed from Calvary | 
could follow so cheerfu.ly the road to his own Calvary. | 


this book would see that it be read by one other.” 
—American Ecclesiastical Review 


241 pages of text. Cloth bound, 15 illustrations, $1.00 




















@® PAPER COVERED BOOKS 


Light in weight 
Low in cost 
Lasting 


Called paper, these covers are 
really a strong stock which is al- 
most a card. They protect the 
books, yet reduce the price. Mis- 
sion enthusiasts feel they can af- 
ford to give such books away, or 
leave them behind in train or 
hotel, to spread their divine fire 
of mission interest. The books 
are also excellent for distribution 
in clubs and schools. 


PAPER COVERED BOOKS ® 


A Modern Martyr 
Life and letters of Bl. Théophane 
Vénard, martyredin Indo-China in 1861. 
60c., postpaid; two copies, $1.00 











The Maryknoll Movement 
History of the Catholic Foreign Mis- 

sion movement in the United States. 
6oc., postpaid; two copies, $1.00 


Thoughts from Modern 
Martyrs 

Inspiring extracts from letters of 
young missioners of the nineteenth 
century. 

35¢., postpaid; three copies, $1.00 


@ PAPER COVERED BOOKS 











to be moved by the tender yet manly andheroic letters.” 


PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 

There are several kinds of 
Maryknoll Perpetual Mem- 
berships: one for a living in- 
dividual to whom are applied 
all available spiritual benefits, 
and who is entitled to a Field 
Afar subscription covering 
practically a life-time; one 
for a group of living persons, 
such as members of a family, 
of a club, or of a. community; 
one for an individual depart- 
ed soul; finally, one for a 
group of deceased. 








. . . It would be a fitting tribute if each one who reads | 


] 
. . . \| 

Paper bound, one illustration, $.60; iwo copies, $1.00 il 
| 











THE MARYKNOLL RING 


I Everything that 


C7aD\e) comes from Mary- 
\ knoll ought to be 
good. This ring 
will stand under criticism. 
BOAT at BOG siosicisnwsscewses - 7.00 


(Prices subject to change) 










When ordering state size 





EVERY NEW SUBSCRIBER 

















Largest 
Fastest 


GIANTESSES 
across the 


@® THE great white Em- 
presses of Canadian Pacific are the 
largest and fastest liners on the 
Pacific ... now steaming to the 
Far East by two routes... from 
Vancouver and Victoria via Hawaii, 
or straight across the 10-day Pacific 
speedway to Yokohama... thence 
to Kobe, Shanghai, Hong Kong, 
Manila. The luxurious new Em- 
press of Japan sails from Vancouver 
»-- 26,000 gross tons (39,000 tons 
displacement), 21 knots speed. 
Extra-comfortable second cabin. 

Next Empress sailings from 
Vancouver: 
Empress of Japan Feb. 28; Apr. 25 


Empress of Asia. Mar.14; May 9 
Empress of Canada 


Empress of Russia Apr. 11; June 6 


Information and reservations 
from your local agent, or E. T. Steb- 
bing, General Agent, 344 Madison 
Avenue at 44th, New York. 


CANADIAN 
PACIFIC ..... To THE 


ORi€nT 


«+ Mar. 28; Apr. 23 } 
| 
| 








Lee, Higginson & Co. 


Established 1848 
Investment Securities 


Members of the 
New York, Boston & Chicago 
Stock Exchanges 


Foreign Trade Financing 
Letters of Credit 


70, Federal Street, Boston 


New York Chicago 


Higginson & Co. 


80 Lombard Street, London, E. C. 








BETHANY HOUSE 


FOR WOMEN 


Come to the Westchester Hills for a taste of bracing wintry 
weather. Bethany is an ideal starting point for long cross coun- 
try “hikes”; then back to a roaring fire—a satisfying meal— 
a good book—and—sound sleep. 


SISTER DIRECTRESS BETHANY HOUSE 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 














World’s Greatest Travel System 





THE CATECHIST NEED 


ROM the mountains of northwestern Korea, from the 
frozen plains of Manchuria, and from the bamboo groves 


of the three Maryknoll Missions in South China comes the 
same refrain—“‘We need more catechists!” 


It will be years before Maryknoll fields in the Orient will 
be supplied with an adequate number of native priests, and, 
during this formative period, native catechists will continue 
to be indispensable to our missioners. 


In the Maryknoll Missions of China, the monthly wage 
of a catechist is $15. In Korea, where living expenses are 
higher, a minimum of $20 is required. 





MEANS ADDED STRENGTH TO MARYKNOLL. 
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Make Maryknoll’s Twentieth 
Anniversary A Happy One 








Ironing the wash in Korea 





























Snapped at Maryknoll-in-Loting 














E find it hard to realize 

that our young Society 
will be twenty years old 
this coming June. 


The Field Afar, founded 
four years before the birth 
of Maryknoll, has always 
been its organ. Through 
it, we now wish to acknow- 
ledge to prelates, priests, 
and laity an immense debt 
of gratitude for much prac- 
tical encouragement. 


The most frequently re- 
peated comment on The 
Field Afar is that it is read 
“from cover to cover’. As 
the reading of it often 
awakens an impulse to help 
our work, we look for no 
better tribute. 


Since you, dear reader, 
enjoy The Field Afar, may 
we not ask you to find some 
friend to share your pleas- 
ure ? ; 


The Field Afar has no 
professional agents; our 
priests and our readers are 
our sole agents. 


You will make Maryknoll 
happy indeed if on its 
twentieth birthday it can 
be greeted by a lengthened 
subscription list, bearing 
the name of one of your 
friends. 
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Our Dispensary at Fushun, Manchuria 

















Smiles at our Kaying Seminary 








EVERY NEW FIELD AFAR SUBSCRIBER ADDS STRENGTH TO MARYKNOLL 





PETER J. CAREY & SONS, INC., PRINTERS 
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